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Introduction 


by Nishat Zaid 


Vie fictional world of Intizar Hussain [1925-2016], one 
of the greatest Urdu writers, and most certainly a world 
writer, is as enmeshed in the cataclysmic events of the 1947 
Partition of the Indian subcontinent, as was his own life. 
Born in the small qasba of Dibai, in Uttar Pradesh, Husain 
migrated to Pakistan in 1947. This cadical transition forced 
‘Husain, an aspiring literary critic, into writing stories through 
which he hoped to fathom the meaning of existence and the 
myriad ways in which external events exert themselves upon 
existence. Husain’s narrative journey evinces his lifelong 
‘engagement with questions thrown up by the Partition and his 
subsequent migration, ashe admitted in one of hisinterviews, 
‘Explaining the experience of migration intellectually is a 
difficult task for me, I have been attempting to comprehend 
this experience through my stories.” ‘To Husain, storytelling 
was a journey, a quest, a spiritual expetience or drawing from 


1 Bruce R. Pray. trans, ‘A Conversution betveen Joizae Husaia and Nubamrad 
Unmar Memon; Jara of Sw Asan Litentare 18,2 (1983): 165, 
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t he chose to term as Vanidet. Speaking 


Sofi traditions, what 
sf the indispensabilty of stoties for understanding human 


experiences, Charles E. Winguist writes, ‘Without a story we 


are bound to the immediacy of the moment, and we are 


forever losing ovr grip on the relty of our own identity 


screte moments. We are unable to 


with the passage of ost; 
speak of primordial ar eschatological time’* Husain opted 
for the gente for itallowed him to understand the chaos and 
the commotion around him. 

Partition and the spurious cultural geography it produced 
made a sensitive writer like Intizar Husain profoundly 
cognizant of his role as 2 writer, which was to remind his 
generstion of its losses and instill some wisdom in the 
process. This chaice, however, was not without challenges. 
“To write poetry after Auschwitz is barbaric,” wrote Theodor 
‘Adorno. Embedded in Husain’s choice to write stories 
in order to make sense of the chaos around, were similar 
complex, ethical questions that urged for answers. Intrigued, 
Husain forged his own path on his creative journey. 

‘A sceptic Husain eschewed formulaic rendeting of 
events like progtessives, which he considered vulgar. He 
rather chose to deal with events, howsoever despairing, head- 
on without glossing them over, He channelised his energies 
to comprehend experiences by placing them in their 
historical perspective, 


Charles E, Winguist, “The Act of Storyceling and the Sef's Homecoming 
urna ofthe Ameren Acadeay of Relvos 42.1 (Nas. 1973): 103, 


‘Theodor W, Adora, ‘Coitural Cefism and Socien? ernslated by Samuel 
Weber and Shecty Weber Nicholson in Car One Line lfor Achat?” A 
Phigphica! Nearer, a, Rolt Tiedemann, tens. Redney Livingstone et al 
Stanford Stanford University Prost 2083). 162. , 
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T wanted to find out how and why all this is 
happening, In myaitempt to trace backourhistory, 
I began to read history books....It is through my 
stories that I try to reach an’ understanding of 
what happened in 1947, in its own terms and 
against the background of those other migrations 
which have occurred in the history of Muslims. 


‘To Husain, if turning away from the past implied ignorance, 
remembering it selectively or total surrender to it, in 
exclusion of the immediate present, was no less vulgar, as 
he wrote, ‘Its a continuing tragedy of our history that we 
never managed to bring about a synthesis of the old and 
the new ways of thought. We either become completely 
modern, intent on forgetting our history, our tradition or 
we become reactionaries who shun the fresh breezes of new 
ideas and knowledge which are all about us.* Past, to Husain, 
was necessary to illuminate the present, even if by its sheer 
absence or unreachability. It intensified an awareness of the 
present and prepared one for the journey ahead, Whitten 
retrospectively, all Husain'’s works open prospectively. 
Accused of being decadent for turning to the past, both 
personal and communal, Husain always retorted, ‘I am 
tying to understand my history in terms of what is poing 
around me and in tetms of those problems which affect us 
as a community.” 


4 Pray, ‘A Conversation between Ttizae Husain and Muhammad Unie 
‘Memon Jamal af South Asian Literature 18,2 (1983); 165, 


5 Thid.p. 157. 
6 bid 159, 


Intizar Husain's stoties weave a tich tapestry of 
dreamlike surreal existence, around people, places, trees, 
bieds, forests, bastis, fowers, temples, dazgahs, imambaras, 
and other banal aspects of ordinary lives. Baffled by this 
banality, his critics are quick to castigate him for elements 
like nostalgia, attempts at retrieval of a lost world, and even 
passivity born out of Husain’s Shia world view. However, 
one only needs to step back and consider Husain’s entire 
fictional world to reckon that events and characters drawn 
from his past lives may or may not be a retrieval of his 
childhood days spent in his basti in pre-Partition Indiss 
they may or may not be an expression of nostalgia or a 
longing to go back to the lost world or even attempts to 
enlighten path for future based on an understanding of the 
past; in fact they may or may not even have any link to the 
lived experiences of the author. In Husain’s fiction these 
questions have been rendered irrelevant, given the writer's 
engagement with deeper and immensely convoluted moral 
universe of the modern man. A ‘vernacular cosmopolitan’? 
Hisain’s explorations iato the local, native, and personal are 
guided by his quest for the universal. 

‘The two novellas presented here delve into the ethical 
questions raised by the violent event of the Partition by 
turning to the past and situating the personal experience in 
historical perspective. They follow two different routes to 
come to terms with the cataclysmic events of the Partition. 
While Din, the story of Zamit andTahsina and theie repressed 


7 See Homi Bhabhs, ‘The Vemscular Cosmopolitan’ in Veer of Be 
using: Pe Inga of Bin on Wrtejrom sl, te Carte and Ao 
ed.Ferdinand Dennis and Nascem Khan (London: Serpent's Tail, 2000), 
pp 133142 
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emotions, captures the personal past in all its drudgery snd 
banality, Daston moves beyond the personal to the realm of 
the historical and communal memory: Both these novellas 
capture Husain’ unflinching faith in storytelling as a means 


of coming to grips with chaotic realities 


The Aesthetics of the Banal 

Husain debunked the notion of anything like ‘Islamic 
culture’, He rather upheld Indian Muslim Cultare’ which he 
thought was best exemplified in Hazrat Nizamuddin Aulia 
and Amir Khusro, a culture that was a product of years of 
living together in India with Hindus and assimilating many of 
their practices. He was pained to see this culture getting lost 
to Pakistan, a Muslim nation, under the influence of purists. 
In Din, he retrieves this culture in all its ethnographic details. 
‘The afternoon escapades of Zamir and ‘Tahsina through 
the Kunjdon wali gali, qasai ki gali, and thatheri wali gali, 
beyond the Lal Mandir, Anjanhatis, khandal trees, colout- 
changing chameleons, and countless other insects, flowers, 
and trees ate conjured to life in vivid details. In the midst 
of-all this unfolds the human drama of a growing intimacy 
between Zamir and ‘Tahsina, Ammi’s acerbic disapproval, 
"Tai Amms’s family anecdotes, the leisurely gossips of Badi 
‘Aps, Tai Amma and Ammi, the uneventful life of Hira and 
Gandal, the lawsuit concerning the haveli, Babs’s decision to 
build a new kothi, and che eventual shifting of the residents 
of the haveli to this kothi followed by Badi Apa’s stubborn 
refusal to shift. The novella abounds in sach enervating 
details of the daily and the mundane thar at times the reader 
feels suffocated, much like the characters in the novella, 
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struggling with the pankha on sultry days when the wind is 
still. However, Hustin believed that it is oaly by struggling 
through the quotidian that the short story writeracrivesat the 
truth, ‘The short story writer arrives at some truth—some 
awareness only aftcr slogging thtough all the monotony and 
boredom of life and through all the realities surrounding 
him." Husain transforms the banal and the eventless into an 
aesthetic principle, 

‘The narrative voice keeps shifting between the first 
person and the third person, blurring the distance between 
the omnipresent narrator and the protagonist Zamir. This 
deliberate ambiguity allows the authorial self to merge in 
the character and lends an autobiographical touch to the 
narrative, even as the author remains noncommittal and 
distant. Incidentally, the choice of the protagonist’s name 
Zamir, meaning ‘conscience’, also hints at the inwardness 
of the story? 

‘As the adolescent Zamir journeys back to his basti along 
with his Baba and Ammi after receiving the news of his 
grandfather's demise, he is overwhelmed by the memories 
of the past—his childhood spent in his ancestral haveli, his 
memories of his affectionate but authoritarian grandfathes, 


8 Pray ‘A Conversation benveen Intizar Husain age Muhammad Umit 
‘Memon, Jounal of Seath Asian Litrature 18, (1983): 171 


9 Though Inizar Hsin chilly chooses sumnes of hixproagoniss inthe 
omext of his narratives, eves tend to overdnvespet i, Zak, the conte 
character in the novel Hat, a history teacher, bas beet. interpreta 8 & 
‘ppialy Shia mame by some critics. However, Zie i a ccrnmon Muss 
‘ame, es 0.8 Shin name, Zakit Nak, «contionersial saat peaches 
Zahir tusai, she frst Muslim president of India, ate quick examples wile 
thers ae haely any prominent Zakies among Shias. Iris an overly popabie 
‘ame in Bangladesh, a predominantly Susi country 
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his loving paternal aunt, bis tender emotional bonding with 
his cousin Tahsina, and his distant observations of the 
nationalist polities, wherein the entire town including Abba 
Mian (who disapproved of Ali Brothers’ support to Tbn-Saue) 
and Baba bemoaned the death of the Khilafatleader, Maulana 
Mohammad Ali. This past collides with the narrative present 
as the family arrives in the haveli. Zamir’: modern, English- 
educated father opts for voluntary retirement and decides 
to build a modern-style kothi. Zamir becomes a witness to 
this painfal transition marking the erosion of the old world. 
Even as Zamir and Tahsina experience the first fowering of 
adolescent love, they fail to articulate it, Constantly under 
the watchful gaze of their elders, they resign to the prevailing 
moral order. Steeped in an acute sense of dislocation, the 
overpowering code of morality which the majotity of the 
characters adhere to, the novella has been accused of being 
soaked in despair, hopelessness, and obsessed with the world 
of dead people. “This acceptance of the tyranny of the 
mundane is horsifying,”® writes one critic, 

Intizar Husain, however, remained undeterred by these 
charges.In a note titled ‘About My Chatacters, he underscores 
the futility of this idea: ,Hed Tehsina wept, what would she 
have got, or Zamir, what would he have achieved had he 
declared himself He goes on to add, ‘I did not advise them 
at all in the matter. Zamir’s decision is quite his own. I had no 
say in the matter, J am not Zamir.""In the overarching logic 


10 Wagas Kawajs, “The Lost Workd of Inizar Fhusin” NP. Web, DoA 
3/05/2007, 


11 _Insiar Husain, Apney Kirdaton Key Harey Mein, in onan Kado (Lato: 
Sang-e-meel, 1987), p. 751. Cited in Wonas Khwaja, Tid 
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of the novel, individuals like Zamir, ‘Tahsina, and others do 
snot matter as much ag theit situations. The chatacters of 
the novel are victims of theit situations. Like other wtitings 
of Intizar Husain, the novella too refrains from making any 
direct zeference to the Partition and the trauma of migration, 
batt does deal with a world changed by it 

Intizar Husain is interested in mapping the ethical 
anxicties of the human conscience located in a morally 
dobilitating universe. In his essay “Literature and Love’, 
Husain speaks of war and political instability having a direct 
impact on the ability to love. He feels that unlike pre-1857 
when lovewas s full-time engagement, Urdu literature of the 
colonial petiod succumbed to Victorian morality. In Husain's 
‘view, the subordination of love to morality is as much of 
an immoral act as the immorality of segregation of sorrow 
born out of political turmoil from the personal sorrow. He 
idealises Mir in whose poetry ‘petsonal: sorrows and the 
sotrows of the age dissolved into one and all sorrows, when 
blended into one, became the sorrow of love’."? In the same 
vein, the pervasive note of sorrow in the novella can be seen 
as an outcome of the atmosphere of political turmoil and 
the novelist’s own sense of dislocation, ‘The protagonist’ 
urge to shed the burden of the past and fix his mind on the 
journey ahead is symptomatic of this split between the lyrical 
emotion of love ['gham-e-mohabbat'] and the banal {‘gham- 
i-tozgar'|. The banality and the suffering and wretchedness 


12 nzer Hussin, Literature and Love’ in Sty dra Vagdhond: Pon, Banas ad 


Drama by Inger Haan, ed, Alok Wha, Asi€ Earcukhi, snd Nishat Zaid, 
Mona 711, pp, 220-225, 


13° bid, p,.223, 
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of characters is an outcome of the hortors of the Pattition 
and a decline in humanist traditions, At the core of ities the 
loss of meaning. ‘The narrative’s engagement with Zatnir’s 
mind, which is a ragbag of poetic images surrounding his 
tender romantic encounters with Tahsina, contradicts its 
other—the banal or the mundane, wherein Zamir must 
leave to find employment, manipulated through his father’s 
connection, and make a living, Husain refuses to relieve the 
everyday with the dramatic, or allow the trivial to become an 
object of reverence, in the manner of myths and legends, by 
infusing any clevated sermon or lesson into his story. 


Possibilities of Conversation between the 
Human and the Non-Human 

‘The ethical question in Husain’s stories ig not 
anchropocentrically framed, but rather encompasses the 
flora and the fauna, the entire landscape, and all things living 
and dead. The ecosystem exists contiguously with the human 
‘world, It is not a metaphor. Human and non-human agents 
ate pact of one scene, wherein they exist separately and yet 
act upon each other, forming one syntagm. 

Inhis essay “Vikram, the Vampire and the Story’, Husain 
argues that ‘in a world containing only people, there is room 
for journalism to grow but not for poems and stories’. He 
laments the fact that unlike ancient stories which thrived on 
communication between the human and the non-human, 
and in which man appeared as part of the universe, the 
new-age storyteller ‘hegan to write tales of only the human 


ken, the Vampire and the Story’ in Story iv a Vagabant 
Fon, Pataye amd Dra by Iter Hin, Manoa 271, 241, 
sy ie 
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world’. The tragic outcome of this loss of the non-human 
is that man himself has metamorphosed into a detnon. The 
loss of the ability to listen to stories with wonderment ie the 
greatest tragedy of modern man, 

In the narrative of Din, the life in 2 qasba is magically 
recreated without turning the attention away from the story, 
The story is achingly mired in quotidian details. However, 
the ordinary becomes enchanting when scen through the 
childhood gaze of Zamir and Tahsina, For instance: 


Passing through the temple lane, he was filled 
with awe. The red-stone temple radiated heat 
from 4 distance, It always mystified him. He 
Wondered who lived in it, human beings or 
dlinns; who blew the conch shells, played the 
cymbals and rang the bells at day breaks and again 
at dusk. Hligh above, attached w a tiny window, 
there was an iton pulley which remained at rest 
during the day, but the moment the sun set, it 
began to turn on its own; and a bright polished 
brass pot, attached to.a white rope, descended 
from the window and fell into the dark well with 
‘splash, as though someone had spun gold coins 
chiming and ringing through the ait. Aftera while, 
Sparkling with overflowing wate, it resurfaced, 
ascended to the window and suddenly vanished 
Who released the rope down the pulley, 


who 
Pulled it up, and where did it come from? 


15 Iotzar Hustin, 


‘Meat the Vari andi Sry i Siw Valo 
Faction, Essays anc if Ns fi ag 


1 Prams by Ita at, Figs, Mana 27.1, 248 


sai 


Day and Destan 


Zamit and Tahsina, and later Achhe and Bunni, sending 
theis salams to Allah Mian through the butterflies, the bees, 
the mud lanes, the vacant buildings, dense trees, the neem 
flowers, and birds nesting in the neem tree, the stories of Tai 
‘Amma about Amils and fagirs, ate all part of the story and 
constituent of the temporality of the narrative, 

‘The presence of the non-human is more pronounced 
in the second novella Dastan, which follows the pattern of a 
traditional dastan. Ithas « mysterious black river which forces 
gallants to jump into its dark waters, a throbbing desert and a 
rotating tower, an empty city with vacant houses, fagirs who 
appear and disappear mysteriously, a horse whose ncighing 
foretells events, a parrot that shows directions, etc, ‘The 
novella is replete with such references to the non-human 
‘world that co-exists with the human world and interacts 
with them. Tote Miaa lives in the midst of parrots. When he 
relates the story of his youth, he describes how he spent his 
youthful days flying pigeons. Tote Mian’s Amil father echoes 
the sentiments of Intizar Husain, when he warns him: 


Forests are cut down and cities are built cities are 
destroyed and forests regrow. Everyone mourns 
for cities which sre now desolate; but friends, 
take care to also recall those forests which were 
cat down to build cities: What happened to 
those tall trees? Each tree was a city, each leaf a 
neighbourhood, exch bud a lane, Vanished! 


To Husain, cutting down of a tree was no less of a tragedy 
than the loss of a human life, After the Partition, when he 


0 
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migrated to Lahore, he experienced the loss of home not 
only in terms of friends and folks left behind but also in 
terms of tamarind trees, birds, fruits, flora, and faune that 
were a patt of the scene he left behind in his basti. Husain’s 
resolve to write stories is rooted in his resolve to retrieve 
those trees, and not let them wither. He says, “...why do T 
persist in writing my stories? Perhaps because a neem tree 
was once outside me and a neem tree is still inside me, 
Whatever may have happened to the.outer tree, let the inner 
core not wither, My commitment is to my neem tree, with 
its bitter fruit. ‘Cling to the tree,’ to the neem tree and to the 
stories, ‘without any hope of spring’. 

Husain does cling to his commitment by telling stories, 
and telling them well, He does not adulterate his stories with 
a message or a lesson, much like his inspiration, Gantama 
Buddha, who told stories of his past lives as birds, animals, 
or trees, and never used them to preach or sermonise. 


Between the Fantastical and the Real 

Unlike Dit which delves into the personal past and uses 
ethnomethodology in its efforts ro make sense of the 
chaotic reality, Dastan connects disparate temporslities and 
spaces and blurs the line between the real and the fantastic, 
or history and fiction. Written in the classical prose of the 
dastan tradition, the frame narrative here consists of people 
displaced by facad (riots). Hakim Ji’s entire library of dastans 


16 _Invizar Husain, ‘Vikram, the Vampize and the Story in Story a a Vagabond 
1 Story in Stor 4 Vag 
Ftv Eye end Deana by inigar Hasan, Manna 271, p. 244, 


17. ‘The novella does not specially mention the period 
remtion te period when these siots took 
lice hus citcumvenring a dect ference to the Parton and Ieving & 
shouette of ambiguity 


me 


Day and Dastan 


was bumt in those riots. ‘Thus, the riots caused the loss not 
justof lives and property, but also of stories. Bereft of their 
stories, the characters wander without direction. However, 
with some effort, Hakim Ji does manage to recall a few of 
these stoties he claims are not fantastical but teal: ia Hakim 
Js mind, the thin line which separates a dastan from reality 
was almost obliterated. Countless people and incidents from 
his dastans seemed and felt real and while so many seal 
incidents receded into fiction? 

Written in wo parts, Jal Garje’ [The Thunder of 
Rivers] and ‘Ghode Ki Nida’ [The Scream of the Horse], 
the novella, with its embellished, lyrical prose, has layers of 
stories moving backward in time, each providing a context 
to the other, illuminating the frame narrative and ia turn 
illuminated by it. In the frame narration of the first pars, 
Samand Khan takes us through a world where historical 
facts, legends, and the fantastical collide into each other: the 
desolation of the rebel soldiers of 1857 lead by Bekht Khan, 
the legend of Sher Shah Suris fantastic tower in the middle 
of a desert that once throbbed like a heart, the dark and 
mysterious black river whose waters roared like thunder, end 
beyond this a desolate city with deserted streets and houses 
and palaces in ruins. Similarly, Tote Mian, the narrator of 
the frame narrative of the second part, takes us through his 
youth when his mother caw a blood-dripping Alam in her 
dreams, and had a premonition of the impending tagedy. 
His Anil father told him the legend of the ‘ridetless’ horse 
Of Imam Huscin that is awaiting a rider who would end the 
Atrocities and injustices, The horse is the cause of Haider 
Alls success, ‘Tipu Sultan's fall is attributed to his failure to 


Inttzar Husain 


i-Ali (a ptayet, calling Flaztat Ali for help) before 


recite Ni 
climbing this horse. 
“Thuoughout the novella, facts and historical events are 


woven into the essential threads of the dastan," that is, Ragyr 
(war), Bag (assembly), Humoshg (beauty and love), and 
Tiion (enchantment). "The episodes of Samand Khan sleeping 
with Gulshan--khoobi with a naked sword between them or 
‘Tote Mian’ liaison with Shahzadi Mahal are also in conformity 
‘with the dastan convention, Formulaic openings, interminable 
‘wanderings, fabulous characters, and many more such elements 
that defy the logic of causality”? aim atincerrogating the narure 
of the real, for, as Husain would say, “The extemal world 
possesses a type of reality for me, but I want to know, what lies 
behind that reality, what are the sources of that reality.*” 

Tn the enchanted world of a traditional dastan, ‘nothing 
is what it seems’” and the protagonist has to break the 


on traveled to Tne and Usd has ach 
ht Datars of Darton Homey pbishes 
bby Naval Kishore Press ersean 1881-1017, Rs Al Beg Suroors Beano 
Ais published by Nava Kishore Press in 1857, Mic Arnar’s Bagh Babee, 
For moce on data se, Fances Pchet, Te Maal Yen Rama Tran 
(ew York: Columbia University Press, 1991), Shame Rshenan Parc’ Ae 
Hamatabani Bria, Basnanin, car Soman (New Dallas Mebuaba Juni, 
1: Sal. Sak, Seiten’ Datoni-Anir Hamma Ke Mogae (oebat 


19‘ instead of the Law of Casale, it f dasa) is subject to Law of 
Possibly! Shamsar Rahunao Farugl is cited in Musharraf Ali Pareogt ¢The 
Sionngh-Teather Guide! id,» 135, cee ty 


20° Pesy, ‘A Conversation berveen Intizae Husiin ind Mohammad Vee 
‘Memon; jurul of Seth Asi Lire 18,2 (1983) 160. 


21 Phances We. Pech, Ham in Seth. so Fly A Emp 
ce. Manger A. Mil, Peter J Cla, and Saab Diaenorl (No ode & 
Vondon:Rouledge, 2063), pis 
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film, kill the magician before he ean setutn to the normative 
qarrative space and time, Underlying this world of ajaib 
and gharaib is the Sufi philosophy that views this universe 
as an illusion, a tlism. This structure of freely flowing 
imaginative narrative, with no moral obligation, and marked 
by humour and optimism is replaced in Husain's dastan by 
an overarching sense of fear and suspense, by a sense of 
foreboding, and a looming tragedy. The traditional dastan 
planges the reader into a universe of infinite possibilities, 
of unbridled emotions, an ever-expanding world of sights 
and sounds, and rids him/her of all feeling of powerlessness 
or helplessness. In Husain’s dastan, however, the reader is 
deptived of this redemptive transformation, as the heroes 
(of dastan) as well as the reader/listener remain bewildered at 
the end of theit adventute. The tich descriptions, enchanting 
denails, and fantastic exaggerations woven in a language that is 
given to excessive verbiage and internally shyming sentences 
do not lead to the revelation of a sign as such in Husain’s 
novella, Although the adventarous journey of the hero of a 
conventional dastan marks a release from reality, his return to 
the normative narrative is accompanied by a new knowledge 
which sharpens his and the reader's perception of reality. It 
facilitates 2 fiemer grip on reality. However, for the heroes in 
Husain’s dastan, no such solace is available, They either get 
Uilled in their adventurous expedition of lose their moorings, 
and end up spending their days in anonymity like ‘Tore Mian 
Or the faqic of Hakim Jis dastans, Akin to a traditional dastan, 
Husein’s dastan too evades an organic ending with Ghani 
dreaming of the sound of the galloping horse which inspired 
Senerations of people to take up arms against oppression. 


Ro 
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Abandoning the world of evincible logic, Intizar Hussin 
hece moves to construe Islamic history a8 a continaum by 
tracing back the present moment of post-Pattition crisis 
marked by migration and homelessness, to the desolation 
Of rebel soldiets of 1857 lead by Bakht Khan, anti-Brtish 
battles of Haider Ali and Tipu Sultan, the glotious reign of 
Shershah, and finslly back to the martyrdom of Tmam Husain 
in the battle of Karbala. The figuee that links all these stories 
together is the figure of the sidesless horse of slain Imam 
‘Husain. Having disappeared after the Imam’s death, the horse 
Feappeats recurrently across the various times and locations 
to aid the brave men in theie fight against injustice. This seems 
ke Huscin’s ostensible attempe at conceptualising a history 
of the subcontinent Muslims in Islamic or rather Shia terme 
Husain concutted with this possibilty when he said, “When 
Teame to Pakistan and felt myself to be a Pakistani, I wae 
thinking a8 a Pakistani In fact, this is further borne out 
by the fact that " (The Scream of the Horse) 
was written t0 commemorate the ceatenaty celebration of 
1857 and was first published in Naya Danr (vy, 11-12: 19-45) 


et, a closer attention makes it 


22 Asif Farrah “Talking aboot Rast Tia 
capt! Tabors 2005, Web. Doa ta/oy/atun 
a /itc/mealac peice /t 
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the other randomly moving from the histotical to fantastic: 
one marked by a colloquial language rooted in the local and 
the other written in high style, elite [4shraf, classical idiorn; 
one marked by eventlessness, the other following a neerative 
style that is inextricably event-bound. However, like Milan 
Kundera’s character Sabina in the novel, The Unbearable 
Lightnest of Being, who explains her paintings to Tereza, ‘On 
the surface the intelligible lie; underneath an unintelligible 
trath showing through’, Intizar Husain also paints the 
phenomenal world only to peer through its illusions to 
reveal what is hidden beneath. By clothing expetience in 
the language of myths and legends, and putting language to 
it ontological use, Husain’s stories, even when they relate a 
sense of futility and nothingness, are a positive affirmation 
of the act of storytelling. This manifests, what Winguist 
calls, ‘an active response to the desire to know’ It is this 
that makes Husain a thoroughly modern writer, 

Traversing at the cusp of two identities, a Pakistani 
national and an Indian migrant, Huseaia’s fiction dwells 
‘on the futility of identity politics, and undergisds the 
need for intersubjective accommodations, His stories, 
ranging fom the personal to the political, che local to the 
mythic, the individual to the communal draw from a wide 
range of narrative traditions such as Western traditions 
of Kafka, Indo-Persian Dastan, Buddhist Jaiaka, and che 
Sanskrit Panchatantra and Singhasan Basi. They debunk dhe 
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anthropomorphism of the Habermasian communicative 
rationality, social realism of the Marxist Progressives, 
symbolism of his contemporary Urdu waiters, and uphold 
identity as ‘beholden and responsible first and foremost to 
the other’? 

Bysimultaneously engaging with local culture, nationalist 
politics, and universal ethics, Husain’s fiction exemplifies the 


best in the world literature. 
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Thee pase was, for him, 2 sequence of long nights and 
scorching afternoons, In between, an odd wet morning or 
2 rain-drenched day seemed like a precious pearl. His days 
‘were spent rambling from lane to lane and field to field. His 
nights were blank and meaningless. He was like a drifter. 
When he was awake, he heard stories, When he slept, he 
wandered in his dreams, but he did aot know how far he 
had come or how much further he still had to go. At night, 
when the entire haveli was asleep, and the streets outside 
simmered in silence, Miz Bu Ali’s groans could be heard 
from quite a distance. 

Nest to the haveli was a semi-concrete kothasi with an 
opea courtyard, All through winter, summer, and rain, Mie 
Bu Ali slept under the open sky, ot rather groaned and sighed. 
During the few nights, when it rained or drizzled, and Mic 
Bu Ali slept under the roof of the kothari, the sequence of 
snores, snorts, and hiccups became so loud and prolonged 
that the entire mohalla would wake up. Tn his sleep, Mir Bu 
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Ali screamed wild prophecies which somehow turned out to 
be tee, 

One night, at first he whimpered, but then began to 
sereat, ‘He has gone, he has gone’ In the morning, news 
attived that there had been 4 robbety in Kankadkheda. ‘Tai 
‘Amma informed us that, since the time Mir Bu Ali’s Jalal 
Wazifa had gone wrong, his hamead was uncontrollable 
and did not let him sleep at aight, Zamir and Tahsina were 
always alarmed at the mention of Jalali Wazifa and hamzad. 
Tai Amma was herself bewildered. All she knew was that on 
the fortieth aight of the situal, Mir Bu Ali began to scream 
in his kothari, ‘It has fallen, it has falleal’ Thea he banged at 
the gate of the haveli. Bade Abba was still clive and used to 
pray the whole night. He quietly got up from his prayer-mat 
and opened the gate. Mir Bu Ali continued to bang at the 
gate and scream, ‘It has fallen, it has fallen!’ Ieritated, Bade 
Abba glared at him and asked, ‘What has fallen?’ Terrified, 
Mir Bu Ali teplied, ‘The roof? Ever since that day, he hasn't 
had the good fortune to sleep under a roof. Whenever he 
slept under a roof, he whimpered, screamed, and disturbed 
the sleep of the entire mohalla. The next day, when the sun 
rose, he looked like a corpse; no screaming, no groaning, 
not a word to anyone. He merely sat on a string cot like a 
bundle all day and dozed. Zamir and Tahsina stood outside 
the courtyard and watched him ia fear and awe for hours, 
and then quieily slipped away. 

And then, there was Gadhhe Shah. Only ‘Tai Amma 
had seen him. Mir Bu Ali was real; Zamir and Tabsina had 
seca him with their own eyes; Gadhhe Shah was a legen, 
sarrated by Tai Amma, A fervent devotee, Gadhhe Shah had 
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built a shelter by the boundary wall of the haveli. He sat 
there all day digging a pit with his hands, and if someone 
asked, he'd reply, “This fakir is building a house to live in? 
When the pit became deeper, he sat inside it. One day Bade 
Abba went up to him and pleaded, ‘Shabji, the haveli is at 
yout disposal. Please come inside’ Gadhhe Shah cesponded 
indifferently, “The haveli is under the ground? Offended, 
Bade Abba seacted sharply, ‘Then go live underground? The 
next day, there was no sign cither of Gadihe Shab or the pit. 

Zamir and Tahsing listened and wondered. Tai Amma 
quietly marvelled at the story for some time. Then, breaking, 
her silence, seid, ‘Our Abba was a renowned Amil. In fact, 
Bhaiyya, ours is a family of Amils, Ia those days there was 
always an Amil in each generation. Bur that tradition ended 
with Bade Abba” 

“Why? 

“There was no one to succeed him, Abba Mian’s pursuits 
were different. And because he never paid any attention 
to his father’s knowledge, it was passed on to others. It so 
happened that when Bade Abba took to bed, a naked fukir 
appeared from somewhere. He pitched his tent in front of 
the haveli. Bade Abbe’s condition continued to deteriorate 
and he was on the verge of death, For three days he was 
in a bad shape; he gasped for breath; he was in such pain 
that only Allah could help. Bibi, it so happened that on the 
third day, that stark-naked ascetic, stout and well-built like a 
bull, barged into our house, Women began to scream, but 
Bade Abba signalled to let him in, Everyone was shocked, 
Ai Bibi, he went straight to Bade Abba and embraced him, 
Bade Abba shivered and, .died.,the fakir left, And, then, the 
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fakie disappeared, People searched and searched for him, but 
there was no trace of him. Ever since then, there has been 


‘no Amil in the havelivs ’ 

‘Memories of family elders, anecdotes, stories of djinns 
and ghosts, or some other tale—Iai Amma's dastans 
never ended, When the night was wet with dew, Zamir’s 
eyes, heavy with sleep, slowly closed; and when he woke 
up again, others were asleep; silence, darkness; snores; the 
sound of Mir Bu Als groans seemed to come from the 
edge of dreams. Zamir’s heart pounded with fear and his 
tecth chaticred in the cold; suddenly, he discovered that 
he was not on his cot, but on Badi Apa’s cot; he slowly 
snuggled close to her warm, plump body; her loving bosom 
lulled him back to sleep. When he opened his eyes again, he 
woke to the same silence, darkness, and sounds of someone 
snoring; he saw dark paths ahead and dark paths bebind; 
10 friend, no companion; sleep deserted him; he no longer 
heard Mir Ali groan from the edge of dreams, He lay awake 
as the night grew longer, as he felt suffocated, he threw aside 
the warm quilt covering his body, and stared wide-eyed into 
the darkness, Suddenly, the sound of the azan floated in 
like a rey of sunlight in the darkness. He was relieved that 
the night was about to end; then, the Lal Mandir came into 
life with conch shells, clashing cymbals, and chiming bells: 
2 whirlpool of light slowly emerged from the darkness, 
spread, and then faded away; there was silence once more 
as though the night, which was about to end, had returned. 
In the encircling darkness, he felt suffocated again; but, 
then, he heard the sound of looms from the cotton mill; 
the sound of one loom, and thea, after 2 pause, another, 
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and then another, forming a string of sounds, like a stream 
of light breaking through a wall of darkness; a jarring noise, 
followed by a thin whirring sound of something spinning: 
the sound of a loom which whistled like a stranded railway 
engine; and, then a sound which was heavier, harsher, and 
longer; it was the longest dixge of the night, and he thought 
it would never end; hut, it too slowly faded; it was the last 
lament of the night; the cotton mill fell silent after that. 
The cotton mill was also the last signpost of his afternoon 
wanderings; when he reached it, he stared in wonder at its 
tall, sturdy, red-brick chimneys which seemed to reach for 
the sky; they marked the boundary of some alien land; he 
watched them from afar and then retened. Everyone was 


still asleep when he woke up again. 

In the afternoons, when the air wes still and suffocating, 
or the sun was scorching, or a hot dust storm brought 
countless miseries, Zamir either lazed under the shade of 
trees, or wandered across the blazing barren land, or roamed 
through green fields; he walked and walked ill his legs ached 
‘Tahsing’s fair face turned red and 2 few strands of hair clung 
to her ears and neck drenched in sweats On their way back 
home, they walked through the temple lane and from the 
temple lane to the lane with 2 water-tank, where they washed 
their hands, feet, and faces, before turning into their own 
Jane. Passing through the temple lane, he was filled with awe, 
‘The ted stone temple radiated heat from a distance. It always 
mystified him, He wondered who lived in it, human beings 
or djinns; who blew the conch shells, played the eymbals, 
and rang the bells at daybreak and again at dusk, High 
above, attached to a tiny window, there was an iron pulley 


” 
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which remained at rest during the day, but the moment the 
‘gan set, it began to turn on its own; and a bright polished 
brass pot, attached to a white rope, descended from the 
window aad fell into the dark well with a splash, as though 
someone had spun gold coins chiming and ringing through 
the aiz, After a while, sparkling with overflowing water, it 
resurfaced, ascended to the window, and suddenly vanished. 
Who relessed the rope down the pulley, who pulled it up, 
and where did it come from? The thread of his thoughts 
became longer and longer till he lost hold of it. Soon, 2 
‘wasp, hovering over a shallow pool of water near the stone 
slab of the well, caught his attention. The sed stone slab was 
so hot in the sun that his feet burnt the moment he stepped 
on it But, all year round, there were poals of water nearby; 
a lone dragonfiy circled above the surface of a pool; an 
anjanhasi, with golden patches and black spots, came down 
to the edge of a pool, buzzed, and flew away. Beyond the 
temple lane, the water-tank lane offered shade throughout 
the afternoon, and the water-kiosk was always open, After 
drinking water, hoth Zamir and ‘Tahsina stood in a pool of 
cool water which, though clean, was stained with a layer of 
green scum. As they stood in it, cold water flowed over their 
feet. One day, while standing there, Zamir slipped and his 
knees were badly bruised, Tahsina borst out laughing. Zamie 
‘was on the brink of tears, but he controlled himselE, He was 
annoyed with Tahsina for a long time after that, When he 
reached the khandal tree, he broke off a green, supple sprig, 
but refused to give it to ‘Tahsina. 


“Zatnis, give me that sprig” Tahsina asked longingly. 
“Why should I>" He dryly replied, 
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‘Please, I'll give you the blue crystal in exchange when 
we get home, she imploted, 

Who cares for the blue crystal? I won't give you this.” 

‘Upset, Tahsina did not plead again. She began to climb 
the tree herself. As she climbed higher and higher, he kept 
taunting het. Whenever she lost her balance, he mocked, 
“There you go.’ But she always regained her balance. She 
reached a large branch and stood on it to break a sprig, The 
wind was blowing hard; in a strong gust of wind, strands 
of her dry, golden hair fell over her face, and her loose 
white pyjamas, which she had worn that morning for the 
first time, lifted. Suddenly, there was another gust of wind. 
He felt as if lightening had flashed across his brain. He 
shouted, ‘Tahsina is naked? Tahsina, who was plucking 
the sprig, froze. Her legs trembled a bit, but she regained 
control, and quietly came down. Her brows were arched 
like two bows, her lips were tightly shut, her face was red, 
and her eyes were burning with rage: he was transfixed 
when he saw her. She walked towards him slowly. He 
stood motionless, unable to move; his heart pounded 
loudly. As she came closer, he was frightened to death. But 
‘Tahsina’s fire-spitting eyes had welled up with tears. Crying 
inconsolably, she turned and ran home. 

Zamir'’s feet were heavy and his heart sank. Lost, he 
stood beside the well for hours. 

‘As Hira pulled up pots of water with all his strength 
and placed them near his feet, he sang loudly: ‘O ji, Ganga, 
Jamuna, Saraswati, seven sisters of Indus, flow!" 

Clear, colourless deops of water fell on Hin’s fair, 
cracked feet; flowed into the rock pool and from the rock 
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pool into a muddy dain Zamir stood watching for a long 
time and then walked away. 

He paused at the door of his hotse. He was in deep 
thought, wondering if he should go inside. Nervous, he 
pushed the gate open, crossed the outer courtyard, entered 
the inner courtyard surreptitiously, and peeped through the 
chink in the door. Taough he couldn't see anything, he heard 
Abba Mian shouting, ‘Perhaps, Tabsina has complained 
to Abba Mian,’ he thought and his heart began to beat 
loudly. He quickly retreated and stepped back into the lane 
again, Only when he reached the temple, did he look back. 
Someone was coming, He felt more at ease and slowed 
down. A dragonfly was hovering over a tiny pool: ‘The sun 
‘was going down, but the women had not yet gathered at the 
well to collect water, Suddenly, the dormant pulley near the 
window of the temple came to life. A brightly burnished 
pot began to descend. The rope became longer and longer; 
and the pot continued its decent until it fell with a splash 
into the well. A litte lates, the long rope was pulled up; it 
vanished into the window, The golden pot, spilling pear!-like 
droplets of watct, also disappeared into the datie room. He 
was mystified once again, He stared at the quiet pulley for 
long, trying to cesolve the riddle of that mysterious window, 
A wasp distracted his attention. He waved his hands wildly 
to drive it away. It flew back to the pool of water wheee 
many more yellow wasps were hovering, They reminded him 
of that sprig which he had dropped under the Khandal tree, 
{f be sill had it with him, he could have driven them away. 
Reminded of the entire incident, his heatt ached. Sad and 
Bsloomy, he began to walk, He was thicsty agnin as he passed 
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the water tank, He scooped up water in his palms and drank, 
‘The water was warm and tasteless. His mouth was still dry 
and thirst still unquenched, From the water tank he came to 
the street where, after sunset, many street vendors sold chaat 
on pushcarts. A hungry dog stood in a corner, its gaze fixed 
on thé food. As soon as a customer threw away a leaf-plate 
after eating dahi-bada, the dog leapt forward to lick it 

‘The shops in the bazaar were familias. He had often 
stood before them for hours admiring images of Ravana, 
the ten-headed demon, of gazing at Hanumanji, the Monkey 
God, fying over Lanka as it burnt, or wondering why the 
black-hooded snake, wrapped around Shivji’s neck, never 
hissed at Shivji himself, He went to each one of those shops, 
stood before them, and then listlessly moved on. At last, 
when the oil lamps with wicks were lit, he turned and walked 
back home. 

“Who is it? Zamir? Why ate you standing in the dark? 
Where have you been?” 

He could no longer restzain the storm caging inside him; 
his eyes overflowed with tears and he began to weep Abba 
Mian forgot his anger, hugged Zamir, and pulled him inside. 

Zarix’s memories of Abba Mian were still vivid but 
fragmentary: his fair, broad, wrinkled ageing body, white 
beard and hair; a slightly bent back; his white muslin 
kurta; a Gay silver sword, which hung around his neck like 
a pendant and which he used to pick his teeth with after 
meals, When Abba Mian felt drowsy as he smoked his 
hugga, he would push its pipe away and stretch his back on 
the hard wooden cot covered with a white sheet, rest his 
white head on a bolster, and begin to snore. He would wake 
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up with a stare and walk to the mosque For his vohr prayers, 
‘Tastefully crafted and carefully designed, red and grey 
chillams stood in neat rows in the alcove; the ones with 
beautifully carved lattice work were gifts A large swinging 
cloth-fan, with frills, hung on hooks from the wooden 
beam of the high roof, remained in motion throdghout 
the day, and stirred the ait in every comer of the drawing 
room, A brass spittoan; a walking stick in the shape of 
Urda letter ‘Lam’ stood in a comer; a broad wooden cot 
with a white sheet and a bolster. Abba Mian sat on that 
cot throughout the day. Visitors sat on stools, smoked the 
huaga, chewed pan, chatred, and left. After the visitors 
left and the drawing. 100m was empty, Abba Mian would 
drowsily call, ‘Zamir, Tahsina, where are you?” Zamir and 
‘Tahsina would come running and hug Abba Mian. After 
all, he gave them an anna cach every day, But Abba Mian’s 
summons in the afternoons sometimes also cacried a threat 
of impzisoament: “The wind outside is dusty and hot. Go 
to sleep’ With Tahsina on one side and him on the other, 
Abba Mian lay in the middle and snored, Zamir and Tabsina 
would look at eich other meaningfully. As they ied to 
quictly sneak ont, the thythm of Abba Mian’s snores would 
break: Where are you going? Lie down? Once again they 
would lie down flat, hold theic breath, and wait with their 
Ves tightly shut. At the iesesistible sound of the bell of the 


ice-cream vendor, they would jump off the bed, run to the 
street, 


rect, and take out the one anna tucked in the belt of theit 
Pyjamas to buy ice cream, Slices of white ice eream frozen 
on green leaf-plates would begin to melt as soon as they 
‘ouched them with their fingers. After they hud finished 
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licking their fingers, they would lick the leaf plate, ‘Then, 


afraid of Abba Mian, they would fervously retuin home, 
‘They caught sight of » butterfly diting through the 


veranda. Trying to catch it, they sprinted excitedly up the 
staiccase, Tahsina caught it, held it between her fingers, 
stood near the parapet, and raising it to the sky, said, ‘O 
butterfly, convey my salaam to Allah Mian ‘And mine too! 
he shouted eagerly. Why yours? ‘This butterfly belongs to 
me. © butterfly! Convey Tahsina’s sslaam to Allah Mian? 
Her fingets teleased the butterfly and uttering in the wind, 
it flew away. Close to tears, at that moment, he hated Tahsina, 
Sad, he lingered on the dilapidated terrace covered with swubs 
of dried grass for a loag time; he walked on the parapet or 
along the cortidor which led to the big drain through which 
rainwater owed down a tin pipe and fell with a loud splash 
into the lane below. Disconsolate, he turned to go down, 
when he spotted a tiny butzerfly nestling in the rubble of a 
corridor destroyed by monkeys. ‘I have caught a butterfiy!” 
he scteamed loudly. He too stood on the same parapet to 
send his message, Butterfly! Convey my salaam to Allah 
Mian? ‘Tahsina wistfully looked at his butterfly. When he 
released the butterfly, it floated down slowly and languidly in 
the sun-scozched wind. Tahsina shouted triumphantly, ‘Your 
butterfly Jooks tized, How will it reach Allah Mian? Lo, its 
floating down,’ Suddenly, a gust of wind lifted it up again 
and the butterfly began to soae. They always quatrelled about 
sending messages to Allah Mian. After all, a butterfly could 

not convey more than one salnam at @ time and Tahsina 

was ala enough to send only hers to Allah ‘Mian. Yet, 

when they heard the magical voice of Sing Bui, their hearts 
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throbbed in concert and theit nervous eyes revealed the same 
story. In fear, they huddled together near the wall close to 
the staircase and drew so close to each other that they could 
heat each other's heartbeats, ‘They sat close to each other for 
a long time and then stuck their heads out to see if Singi Bai 
‘was still there ia the lane or had left. A. butterfly! They leapt 
up at the sight of a stray butterfly in the lane and, forgetting 
all about Singi Bai, shot down the staircase into the couttyard 
and from the courtyard into che lane, But the butterfly was 
nowhere 10 be found. Where had it gone? It had vanished. 
And they set out on a Jong and adventurous journey in 
search of butterflies, braving discoloured thorny scrubs, 
crooked acacia trees, black, rugged bushes with red berties, 
and beyond them a green khandal tree, a tall peepal tree, and 
many dense necm tees'so entangled with each’ other that 
there was no sign of sunlight under them. On reaching those 
tzces, often the destination of their journey changed, From 
butterdlics, their minds turned to chameleons. Who knows 
how many chameleons were hidden in those trees. Every 
afiemoon they ground at least one chzmelcon into paste; 
bur, the next day when they went back again, they noticed 
in the hole of a neem trunk or in the branch of a khandal 
tree a few pink mouths or yellow tails When they killed 
chameleons with a green, supple khandal branch or a stone, 
they thought they were taking revenge because a chameleon 
had once caten a hole through the leather water bag of 
Harrat Abbas, Later, they would walk up to the well nearby, 
‘wash their hands and feet, cup some water in their hands to 
dink, and sit with their feet soaking in the cold, clear pools 
of water which sparkled like pearls, They would watch the 
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young and strong Hira sing as he pulled up brass pots filled 
swith water from the well: ‘O ji, Ganga, Jamuna, Saraswati, 
seven sisters of Indus, flow!’ Countless white flowers, falling 
like torrential rain, scattered athis feet: Gandal, his dhoti tied 
above his dark knees, his thick moustache covering his lips, 
untied his bulls, “Moye, bloody bulls!’ he swore and flogged | 
the obstinate bulls tll they ran up the slope once again and 
left a trail of dust behind, Zemirs heart pounded when he 
saw the bulls, afraid that they may stray from their path and 
charge towards him. Tahsina and he got up and walked back 
to the grove of trees and the chameleons. He was afraid of 
the chameleons, but the moment he sighted one, he could 
not help killing it, For a moment, he felt bloodthirsty. Only 
once did-he fail to kill 2 chameleon. At that time, far from 
Killing it, he couldn't even raise his hand. ‘A chameleon!” 
“Tahsina sharply tugged at his sleeve. Emerging. from under 
the roots of a peepal tree, the chameleon was climbing up 
the trunk, The moment he picked up a stone, the chameleon. 
paused, raised its head an inch above the trunk, and changed 
its colour to a smouldering ted ember, It swelled to double 
its size; its neck and back were so red that it seemed to be in 
rage. Tahsina’s hand gripped his atm more tightly. Their two 
hearts beat to the seme thythm, at the same pace. The two 
became one. Alone, There was no soul in sight for miles and 
no human sound; the pulley over the well seemed to have 
got stuck and no water splashed from the brass pot; and it 
appeared as if the bulls had suddenly stopped in their race 
down the slope. And Hira and Gandal had vanished; and 
there was no one near the well. Fverything, every sound was 
still their feet, their pounding hearts, the brick held in one 
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hand, the roots of the peepal tte, and the supple khandal 
branch, Only the chameleon, twisting its body and flicking 
its tail, seemed to be alive. Tt changed its colour ftom ted to 
green, as if it was melting into an intense wave of colours— 
swirling, angry, enraged waves of colour. Soon, another 
wave of colours swept through its body as it changed from 
green to blue. Zamir and Tahsina lost count of the colours 
and sense of time; no longer did they know where they were, 
or for how long they had been standing there; how many 
changes of colour they had warched and how many more 
they would sce. 

‘When they were finally able to move, they were startled 
to sce a long yellow tail flicker and vanish under the peepal 
leaves. They were relieved and their hearts began to beat 
normally again. Their paralysed feet instinctively began to 
move towards the well where the pulley was taming as usual, 
and the cool, clear water splashed on Hita’s feet and flawed 
into the stone pool, from the pools into the muddy drains, 
and from drains into ficlds. They quietly drank some water 
and walked back home—silent and pensive. Fear still cast its 
shadow over their eyes, and their hearts had yet not ceased 
to pound. The air was still and the bushes seemed to wilt in 
the sun. Suddenly, the earth gripped their feet: A few steps 
ahead, a gust of wind swirled up. A witch? Tahsina cried and 
again clung to his arm, The whirling wind swept up pieces 
‘of paper, gathered strings of kites, dirty feathers of hens 
and pigeons, small pebbles, and swept them up into the sky. 

When they got back home, Badi Apa reprimanded them, 


‘Where did you go? Look at your faces, they are red, Oaly 
fools go ont when the wind is hot and dus 
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Both of them remained silent. ‘Though an aunt, Badi 
Apa was more than a mother to Zamit. Tahsina was her 
daughter, but BadiApa loved him better: She bathed him, 
made him sleep with het, and when Baba decided to take 
him away, she was annoyed, displeased, and cursed Ammi. 
And when het pleas were ineffective, she wept. Baba also 
turned out to be a strong-willed person, He acither paid 
any attention to Abba Mian nor was he moved by Badi 
‘Apa’s tears, - 

‘Of course, Bhalyyal He's your son, Your wife must have 
told you that Phuphi will spoil the hay. Take him away. Do as 
you please, Bhaiyyal Who am I to stop you?” 

Badi Apa continued to taunt. Baba listened), but did not 
change his decision. Baba always did what he wanted, though 
he listened to others patiently. He was quiet in the presense 
of Abba Mian. Zamir still recalled one incident fom those 
days, It was early morning and visitors had gathered in the 
drawing room, Abba Mian’s voice was trembling with rage 
and his face had turned red, Tt was unusual for the people to 
congregate so early in the morning, Abba Mian never opened 
the drawing room that early, nor did any visitors come at that 
time. The night had been hot and still. Because of the heat, 
he had spent a restless night and had seen Badi Apa trying 
to coax the air with a handheld fan. He woke up very eatly 
in the morning because of the heat. Thete was a dust storm 
and the entire courtyard looked yellow. Dust had covered 
everything—the terrace, the walls, and the neem tree, Then 
the storm subsided, Badi Apa sat on her prayer chowki antl 
tecited the Mungjat in her sweet, poignant voice: ‘Maula Ali, 
Wakil Ali, Badshah Ali? 
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Every day, after her morning prayets, she tecited the 
Mrngjat and hee voice tang like silver-bells in his cars 
hile he was still in bed, half-asleep: ‘Maula Ali, Wakil Ali 
Badshah Ali 

Bad Apa’s voice had a strange charm and poignancy. It 
appeared as if her recital of the Mungia? would soon melt 
into the sandalwood-coloured dawn, In the still, swel 
usty ais of the courtyard, Badi Apa’s sweet and tender voice 
Paved a cool bright path before him and his eyes begin to 
close. But would the still, oppressive day 


tering, 


Jet him sleep? He 
sat up Badii Apa was reciting the Mungjat, ‘Tai Amma was 


Performing ablutions, Tahsina was sleeping like a log and 
Snoning, and the noise of people talking was coming from 
the drawing tom. He felt bored, got off the cot/and dashed 
to the drawing room. 

‘Buniyad Ali, did you hear what Pirji said? Abba Mian 
‘was shouting ‘Arre Pisji, you may contradict me, but what do 
You have to say about the newspaper report? Do you want 
me to get the newspaper and show it to you? 

At the mention of the newspaper, Piri became a litle 
Retvous, but Buniyad Ali was imptessed by Abba Mian. 

Abba Mian spoke even loudes, 


“The dome has been sszed?*. Buniyad Ali, Maulvi 
Sanaullah, Sheikh Ziaul Haq, all shuddezed, 


‘No, Sahib, this is unimaginable, 


‘No, Sahib?” Abbba Mian thundered, 


“Then surely these 
‘newspapers lie? 
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‘That silenced everyone, 

Plaji said, It has not been evzed. It hes only been 
dismantled and kept aside? 

Abba Mian answered, “Then how come this afternoon, 
while the rest of Madina was dry,.a cloud floated over the 
holy comb, rained, and cleansed the holy dome and coustyacd 
of all the dist?” 

All bowed their heads low with reverence. Pisji was 
sileat. Tears tolled down the cheeks of Maulvi Sanaullah, 
Baba sat quietly in a corner on a stool. He had come home 
on leave: yesterday. ‘Though present, he neither supposted 
any argument nor opposed it; his face betrayed no sign of 
any emotion, anger, ot reverence. To each his own. Baba was 
just the opposite of Abba Mian, 

Abba Mian continued: to smoke his huqgs and then 
passed it to Buniyad Al. ‘Sheikhji, you judge.” 

He again said, ‘Does such a man deserve to be called 
a Musalman?” 

“Such a man cannot be a Musalman? 

‘No, never” 

‘And can a man supporting such aman be a Musalman?? 

‘Never! 

“Thea, listen!’ Abba Mian said, ‘Your Hazrat Reisul 
Abrar supported Ibn-Saud? 

‘Supported Thn-Sand?” 

“Yes, by God, he supported Ibn-Sand, Lot the liar be a 
heretic. The newspaper is here. His speech is cited in it! 

Pirji again protested, ‘Raisul Abrar’s plea was...” 

Now it was Maulvi Sanaullah’s tum to speak, “This is 
about religion, How does this influence his political position?” 
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‘There you go, Sahib’ Abba Mian laughed sarcastically 
and turned to Buniyad Ali, ‘Buniyad Ali, do you heat what 
Sheikhji says.../Arre Sheikhji, you are a Congressman. Tam. 
referting to a handful of Musalmans’ 

Baniyad Ali passed the hugga to Abba Mian once again, 
Abba Mian pressed the nozzle of the pipe between his lips 
and took a few puffs, He began to cough; a few more puffs 
and his eyes slowly began to close, 

‘Anyway, he will pay for his actions. Now, he is no mote. 
May Allah forgive his sins!” Buniyad Ali sighed. 

‘Abba Mian’s eyes remained closed and the huqga 
continued to gurgle. 

‘By the way, is this news cosrect?” Maulvi Sanaullah 
asked sceptically. 

‘Sahib, I've heard, Allah knows the truth!” Buniyad 
All answered. 

‘The newspapers have not reported it yet. What can one 
say?” Pirji said. 

Abba Mian coughed, put aside the hugga pipe, and 
said, ‘If it is in today’s mews, the newspaper will reach 
us tomorrow, 

He again took the pipe of the huqqa in his mouth and 
dlosed his eyes. 

‘Lhope it’s untrue? Sheikh Ziaul Haq said. Outside, on 
the road, 2 subtie chaos began to build up and they heard the 
shufile of several footsteps. 

“Why, Basi, what procession is this?” A passer-by stopped 
‘on the road and asked, 

“A procession!’ Everyone sitting in the drawing room 
‘was startled, 
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‘The procession reached the path infront of the house, 

‘A large mob of Khaddar-clad Congress volunteers and 
elite Muslims in Tutkish fez and sherwanis was walking 
behind a black flag, Sheikh Ziaul Hag, Pisj, Buniyad 
‘Ali, Maulvi Sanaullah, all came out to the front veranda 
of the house, and then walked down the stairs to join 
the procession. 

‘Abba Mian also quietly got up and went tothe front 
veranda, Baba was behind him. When the procession marched 
past the house, Abba Mian wo, perhaps unwillingly, slowly 
climbed down the stairs and became a part of the procession. 

Grocer Fagit Chand stepped out of his shop. “Mian, 
what has happened?” 

‘Maulana Mohammed Ali.” 

‘Mohammad Ali and Shaukat Ali” 

"Yes, Mohammad Ali and Shaukat Ali. Lalaji, shut the 
shop quickly? 

‘Lalaji, what's happened, some bad news?” 

“Yes, Mohammad Ali and Shaukat Ali passed away’ Fagir 
Chand locked his shop and can to join the procession. 

Mohammad Ali and Shaukat Ali of the Khilafat 
Movement?? 

Why, what happened? Has the Mohammad Ali of 
Khilafat Moyement passed away?” 

Shops began to pull their shuttcrs down. Some chose to 
lock their shops and sit outside 10 express grief, while others 
joined the procession. The silent procession passed through 
the streets and lanes before reaching the thathesi ane, From 
there, the procession proceeded to the Buda Beztar and thea 
“ongregated in the open field. 
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Friends, sit down, a man stid in a loud voice, and 
the crowd silently sat down on the carpeted ground, 
‘Then Samad moved forward and climbed onto the stage 
covered with white sheets, Weating 1 loose khaddat kurta, 
bespectacled, with long hair, Samad always led all the 
Congress processions, Sometimes, he would disappear for 
months and would not be seen in any procession. We would 
Jeara that he was in jal. Suddenly, he would reappear, leading 
a match with a flag in his hands, loudly shouting slogans 
and delivering fall-throated speeches. ‘Today he had not 
shouted any slogans, He stood on the stage. The crowd was 
silent. He stood silently for a few moments and then said 
in a loud voice, ‘Brothers, fellow countsymen, today Raisul 
Ahrar...’ His voice broke, he couldr't speak any more. The 
ctowd too was silent. Many people stared at him, others 
hung their heads low. Some people began to sob silently 
‘A man passed a glass of water to Samad. Samad dranle it, 
wiped his face with his handkerchief, cleared his throat, and 
spoke confidently, ‘My fellow countrymen, Raisul Arar 
had declared that he will not come back to his country tll it 


attains complete independence? Samad fell silent. And, then, 
sorrowfully, he exclaimed, ‘So, Muslitns! Raisul Ahrar did not 
come back... He has. ..he has left us’ Samad’s voice choked 
and he got down from the stage. The crowd sat motionless. 
Silent. Heads hung low. Tears lowed down from a few eyes. 
Zarmix looked.at Abba Mian, Tears were streaming down 
Abba Mian’s eyes. Baba watched in silence. 
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Dew, the past floated around him like a fragrance; like 
an interminable sequence of long nights and scorching 
afternoons; like a half-forgotten dream. Everything was 
the same as before and yet not the same—the neem tree in 
the courtyard, the broad and wide roofs, the rusted railings 
and high walls, the parapet on the highest terrace which the 
monkeys had half broken, the red temple at some distance, 
and, beyond the red temple, neem, peepal, teak trees, and 
the large factory. Hol distant they seemed to him, as though 
he had met them in another life. He had come back after 
years, He may never have come back. But when the telegram 
about Abba Mian’s illness arrived, Baba quickly picked up 
his walking stick, Ammi packed for the journey, and they 


set out, But it was not 2 journey of a few hours; it was a 


journey of days. After all, ane car’t travel from one state 
to another in an instant! The train moved the whole day, 
the whole night, halted, moved again, It halted at some 
station in the darkness of the night or in some jungle. It 
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blew its whistle. At times, it halted for so long that groups 
of passengers, tired and annoyed, jumped down and walked 
on the gravel spread between the railway tracks. Babs, too, 
fidgeted in his seat, looked out of the window, and finally 
got off the train to make enquiries with the ticket collector, 
Fer in the distance, a big found disc of light appeared, 
and a train came thundering down the tracks with an ear- 
spliting sounds brighty lit coaches full of passengers swiftly 
passed by the stationary train, and then disappeared into the 
darkness, leaving behind a slowly fading trail of sound, After 
4 while, our stationary train jolted into motion, the coaches 
shuddered, and the wain started moving again. 

Many times during the journey, Ammi: worried about 
her twitching left eye, Eatly morning, on the third day, 
she noticed a dead bull lying on the ditt-road ahead of the 
running train, Instinctively, she exclaimed, ‘May Allah have 
mercy? The train stopped. The rest of her journey was spent 
in anxiety, 

Baba had left in a hurry, but Abba Mian was in 2 greater 
harry: When we reached, Teeja was over, Badi Apa hugged 
Baba and wept profuscly; wailed; and as she wailed, che 
chided him for not having arrived in time to offer water 
to his dying father; she complained: cast aspersions; spoke 
about how Abba Mian had waited for him and her own 
nervousness, al by turn, 

“Till his last breath, his eyes remained fixed on the door 
hoping that you would come, ‘Chhammo,*he would ask again 
sed again, ‘have you sent someone to the railway station?” 
He was desperate to see his son? Badi Aps’s voice became 
‘earful again, and tears filled Babs's eyes, They had attived 
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just before dawn. It was still dark, Who knew how long Badi 
Apa had clung to Baba and Amma and wept, for Zamir 
had dozed off as soon as he lay down on the string cot. 
When he woke up in the morning, he saw that they were still 
lamenting, Badi Apa was, however, calmer, and in between 
sobs, she paused, chopped beetle-nuts with a sarautta, and 
talked. Though, whenever she suddenly recalled something 
seated t Abba Mian, tears welled up in her eyes, her voice 
became husky, and she would start weeping loudly. Baba sat 
quietly with his head bowed and his eyes full of tears. Every 
now and then, he would take a handkerchief out of his 
pocket and cover his eyes, His eyes were red, though not as 
swollen as Badi Apa’s. He was sad that he had not seen Abba 
‘Mian before his death or helped him, and was disturbed by 
Badi Apa's wailing and taunting, 

‘Bibi! Except for his desire to have his son shoulder 
his dead body—may Allah rest his soul in peace—Allah 
answered all his other wishes? In the midst of the grief, 
‘Tai Amma's voice carried a touch of comfort. ‘May Allah 
grant death only after one's childrea are well settled! May 
‘Allah bring such-a peaceful death to everyone. Suddenly, 
‘Tai Amma remembered something and fell silent. She 
stared into empty space, She sat quietly for a while and, 
then, as if startled by something, said, ‘Bibi, he seemed to 
be sleeping—as if he had just gone off to sleep and would 
wake up at the slightest sound. 

Badi Apa stared at Badi Amma’s face. Then she began 
to relate something else, “He asked me what day of the week 
it was, I said, Thursday, Tahsina was sitting near his feet. He 
stared at her, Then, he/asked me to recite the Nadi. 


6 


tear Fusatn 


T began to recite the Naati-Ald...suddenly, he opened his 
eyes wide and stared at the door...as though someone was 
standing there... He seid: Chhammo, Maula has come... and 
then he slowly shut his eyes” 

Everyone sat quietly without moving, lost in their own 
thoughts. Zamir looked at Badi Apa, whose voice, for once, 
had not faltered. 

‘Manla Mushkil Kusha 
Tai Amma’s pensive voice emerged sofily like a whisper 
and receded. ‘The same stillness engulfed everything once 
again. The courtyard was at peace. Bven the sunlight had 
stopped at the lower end of the string-cot. Small white 
neem flowers fell softly and gently from the branches above 
‘on someone's lap, or shoulder, or head—lay scattered on 
Badi Apa’s head resting on her knees, Tai Amma's snow: 
white hair and Ammi’s greying hair, the paandan, the 
string-cot, and the new, ochre-coloured surahis resting on 
astand. 

Somehow, the conversation that carried out in whispers 
turned once again to the same subject. Tai Amma's voice was 
so low that it was barely audible. One could only see het lips 
move and her big eyes open with surprise. Badi Apa stopped. 
chopping betel nuts with mechanical reprlarity .. 

‘Badi Apa, my heart sank’ Ammi’s voice was a litle 
Joucer than whisper now. ‘L told your brother, but he 
saubbed me. My faith was weak, he said. There are villages 
all around, Some farmer's bull must have died. But, Apa, my 
heart throbbed ‘uncontrollably, Allah, why should the train 
have stopped in the middle of the jungle? There was no field 
oF village close by, whose bull could it have been?” 


isits us at the moment of death? 
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‘Arce, Babannu Badi Apa’s voice was now louder than a 


sper and het eyes were full of surptise. ‘Bahan, I had 
dreamt of it, thtee days earlier, [heatd Abba Mian call out in 
my dream: Chhammo, Chhammo! I cate out to the versnda, 
His back was towards me and he was walking towatds the 
door, Tasked: Abba Mian, where ate you going when hot and 


dusty winds are blowing? He replied: Bibi, the winds are not 
hog the day is endit 


= soon there'll be @ eall for prayer and I 
am going to read the namaz, Lock the door from the inside? 

Everyone sat still like statues ... silent... Jost in some 
distant thought: The beanchee of the neem tree, swaying in 
the wind 2 while ago, were now still and drooping and little 
white flowers floated slowly in the wind like spiders’ webs 
before teaching the ground. 

Restless, Tai Amma said, ‘God forbid, it’s so hot 
‘The wind is sti 
handheld fan. 

Badi Apa jumped up. She cemembered that Baba had to 
bathe, “Tahsina, ari Tahsinal Bibi go, place a towel and soap 
in the bathroom, and see if there’s enough water in the tub’ 

Every now and then, as she talked, Badi Apa would 
remember Abba Mian and tears would well up in her eyes, 


And she began to quickly move her 


At first, this happened frequently, then after longer and 
longer intervals. The mood of sorrow began to lift from 
the haveli and concerns of daily life took over, Memoties of 
Abba Mian began to recede and Baba became the centre of 
Badi Apa’s attention. Besides, Ammi too had come to visit 
after many years; hundreds of things, important and not-so- 
important, had to be shared with her, And, when Badi Apa 
noticed Zamis, she wondered when he would get mattied. 
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‘Mashallah, he has finished his education and is so 
grown-upl Look, Bahu, marty him off now! 

‘Ammi teplied, ‘Badi Apa, your brother says that we 
should not foree hita to get martied against his wishes. He 
belongs to the new generation and their choice is not the 
same as that of their parents. In fact, your brother says we 
should let him find his own bride. We'll only perform the 
wedding rituals” 

“Why, Zamir betal What kind of bride do you wane” 
Badi Apa turned to him. 

‘Tai Amma joined in, ‘Aji, he'll not tell you, he'll tell 
me, Beta, come and whisper in my ears. I'll find the one 
you want!" 

“Yes, why not, brides are like cucumbers arid vegetables, 
you go to the market and buy them!” Badi Apa snapped, “Tai 
Amma, good brides can't be found on the roadside!’ 

But, before he realised it, the conversation subtly drifted 
away to something else. Instead of talking about his marriage, 
they began to discuss the affairs of giris and boys in general, 
and the conversation took an entirely new direction. 

He was once again engrossed in reading Adf Laila. He 
hhad chosen to sitin a place where the sun reached late. It was 
under the dense neem tree, @ little away from the rows of 
tulsi and bela. Thee was a concrete platform for the earthen 
pitchers which was built against the wall near the neem tree. 
New earthen pitchers with garlands of flowers encircling 
their long necks and brightly polished Muradabadi drinking 
glasses were placed on the cement platform, White neem 

Flowers were scattered everywhere—on the ground, over the 
‘wet plates covering the clay pitchers, in the paan tray nearby, 
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and the drinking glasses, He had placed his wicker stool 
between the flower bed and the stand for the clay pitchers 
against the wall, and claimed it as his permanent seat, Badi 
‘Apa, Ami, and Tai Amma sat on a stzing-cot and gossiped, 
chopping betel nuts as they opened and shat the lid of the 
paandan with a clank. Sometimes, when Baba felt suffocated 
in the drawing room, he came and sat on a cot under the 
neem tree. Yellow, brittle, and faded papers lay scattered on 
the ground, 2s Baba read them carefully and arranged them 
safely in a file. In spite of his diligence, he had not found a 
single document which could help us win the court case and 
recover the haveli, Tall, thin like a stick, with preying hair 
and a wheatish complexion, he was the first in his family 
to be employed by the government and to wear trousers. 
‘Tai Amma had always objected to his ways, ‘Aji, he had the 
same habits even before he became a tahsildar, He always 
wore breeches and clipped-clopped around in boots, and 
when he came back from hunting, he'd drop his gun in a 
corner, throw down the bag on his shoulder, chucks his full- 
boots on one side, and offer namaz. I'd yell Shibbu Mian, 
at least change out of your breeches before performing the 
‘sxvzal But would Shibbu Mian ever listen? ‘Tai Amma, he 
would retort that people perform namaz even in England 
where nobody wears pyjamas. To hell with the English, 
would shout, if people begin to offer namaz in breeches 
and trousers then doomsday isn’t far away. And, Bibi, after 
he became a tahsildar, he acquired all the other habits of « 
gentleman. Abba Mian used to taunt me: Tai Amma, your 
Bashir Hussain has become a complete Englishman. You 
raised him, now take care of him! Ai Mian, how could I? 1 
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raised him, but didn’t expect him to become an Englishman! 
With age, however, he slowly gave up his English habits? As 
for his job as a tahsildar, initially, he came here whenever 
he could get leave. But after Abba Mian passed away, his 
responsibil increased, He thought that since he was close 
to retirement and had rarely taken leave, he should stay back 
athome. Besides the lawsuit for the haveli, there were lands 
to be looked after and farms to be managed. He also wanted 
to build a kothi with his retirement funds. He woke up carly, 
went to inspect his farms, surveyed the ground where he 
wanted to build his kothi and, after he came back, he sat 
shunched over those faded, yellow papers, When he got tired 
of reading therm, he took off his spectacles and placed them 
‘on those papers, Though a man of few words, he couldn't 
help making a few suggestions once ina while. And Badi 
Apa, who paid attention to her brothers remarks, was always 
quick to retort:'That would be a disasted! 

Baba responded dryly, ‘Abba Mian has already done 
enough damage, Where would the money to repay such 
hheavy loans come from? 

Grief-stricken and with tears in her eyes, Badi Apa 
replied, “The lands are already lost, now the last memory of 
our ancestors...’ Badi Apa couldn't continue, After a while 
she added, ‘Amma ji departed from this haveli. Abbe Mian 
‘opened his eyesin this house and died hese too. Thisis where 
Bade Abba too breathed his last? Tears streamed down Badi 
Apa’s checks and Baba turned to read the papers once again, 
desultorily at first and then with attention, 

‘The haveli, which to Zamir was like a continent, rose 
spacious rooms with high-beamed roofs, 


before his ey 
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wide verandas with arches and pillars, dark, dusty storerooms 
which he was always frightened to peep into, lest the resident 
scorpion of the storeroom enticed him in, basements which 
were so vast that he had no clue where they began and where 
they ended, an iron-barted window under the raised veranda 
which overlooked the courtyard and another window that 
opened into the room adjacent to the veranda, and yet 
another window attached to the dingy anteroom of the big 
hall. The haveli had long and wide terraces which merged 
with staircases like rail tracks at a junction, and which felt 
like alien lands the moment one stepped on to them. Grass 
grew on the clay-baked terraces during the rains, but once 
the rains stopped, the geass withered into small, sharp 
stubble and looked like remains from an ancient past. The 
dy, scam-enerusted, narrow drains on the tertace looked 
like parched streams. Then there was that haunted blackened 
boundary wall of the haveli which was covered with white 


droppings. 

On the other side of the boundary wall, spread far into 
the distance, lay countless roofs of different heights. And 
beyond them was the Lal Mandis, a tall building made of 
red stone, which seemed like yet another continent. Except 
for the Lal Mandir, the haveli was the tallest building in the 
haasti Its expanse and height could be fully appreciated when 
‘Yai Amma talked about the mutiny. ‘Bibi, I wasn’t even. born 
then. Badi Amma used to tell us that there was so much 
destruction and confusion that year that no one knew what 
had happened to the others in our neighbouthood. Thriving 
bastis were completely ruined. For miles, there was a0 one 
left to lighta fire in the hearth or burn a lamp in the evening, 
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Jats, Guijars, andl Angaitspurbis carrying, their tances ang 
spears ran from one end to the other, looting this village 
today, attacking that basti the next day, and ransacking 
another town the following day. Not a single town o village 
was spared. At such a time, everyone here got together, sent 
their wives to the haveli, and began to guard the basti with 
their lathis, Since the haveli’s roof was the tallest, anyone 
approaching the basti could be spotted from a distance, 
‘Three men kept watch from the terrace with a drum, They 
kept vigil day and night. The damned Guijars attacked our 
basti thrice, but each time the warning beat of the drums 
forced them to retreat? 

‘The height and the expanse of the haveli was still the 
same. But how old it now seemed! Some domes and arches 
were ruined beyond repair. The rest were also in a bad 
shape. The boundary wall had turned black and its plaster 
had peeled off in huge chunks. The bare bricks were now 
visible and the yellow clay, used to hokl them together, had 
turned into powder. In the veranda, inside the rooms, on 
the floors, in the corners, everywhere there were heaps of 
yellow dust crawling with insects and bugs of all kinds. 
‘What did not look ancient was the vast expansive courtyard 
daubed with clay. When the waterman first sprinkled water 
on it, steam rose from the ground, but soon after, the clay 
dried again. Tt was only after many buckets of water had 
been sprinkled that the ground could retain its moisture. 
Baba was tempted to step outside when the scent of wet 
clay mingled with that of the freshly lit huqg kept next (0 
his stool. No one knew how long the neem tree, which was 
still as dense and green as ever and gave shade to everyones 
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had been standing in the courtyard. Baba had watched it 
since he was a child. The ground near the platform for the 
surahis looked like a bed of sweet-smelling flowers: it was 
always moist because water perpetually sceped from the 
clay pots. Graceful, fair hands with long fingers poured out 
water with a soft gurgling sound from a long-necked surahi. 
After drinking water, Tahsina left the glass behind the 
pitcher and walked back to the kitchen without paying him 
any attention, He turned to Alf Laila again, a book he 
had pulled out from Abba Mian’s library and was reading 
to pass the time. However, he soon got so engrossed in it 
that he began to live in the world of beautiful temptresses 
and their palaces . .. “There is ne breeze!” When Badi Apa’s 
voice startled him out of his reverie and dmgged him out of 
Alf Laile’s palace, be realised that his body was drenched in 
sweat, He saw a green and red-striped fan moving in Badi 
Apa’s hands. ‘IF there is such a swarm of flies now, what 
would happen in the rainy season?" Tai Amma sighed, Bibi, 
if only it would rain! Ashadh is nearly over and not a drop 
of rain has fallen so far. ‘Tauba, it's so hot this year, My legs 
are covered with prickly heat 
“Then the neem leaves stirred alittle and Ammi exclaimed, 
“Thank Goal!" Sueldenly, a dove began to coo and Bunni 
mimicked its sound. The dove stopped, fluttered its wings, 
rose to the sky, swept down, and flew past the rooftop. 
“Tahsina came out of the kitchen and sat next to the bed 
of tulsi plants, As she plucked some tulsi leaves, she moved 
up close to the stool on which he was sitting. He noticed 
drops of sweat trickle down ber long, elegant neck and a 
few strands of hair, which had eseaped from hee braids, 
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1g to it her transparent viol kurta was damp and stuck to 
het shapely fair back, He quickly turned his gaze away and 
buried himself in the pages of Adf Laila once again; but 
within seconds, his glance inevitably wandered back to her 
plaited hair, her lovely neck, and her attractive back, as her 
Iongand elegant fingers plucked green mint leaves. 

‘One day, full of sympathy, Amami blurted out, Badi Apa, 
this work is taxing, it'll drain the life out of poor Tahsina; 
single-handedly, she takes care of the haveli, Ies not fair!” 

Badi Apa replied, What is so taxing about it? IF she'll 
not do the work, will someone from outside do it?” 

Badi Apa? Ammi answered, ‘you ate really cruel to leave 


all the work to her.” 
‘Aji, unmarried gis should get used to doing household 


chores, After all, they'll go to somebody else’s house after 
they are married, Who'll feed them there if they don’t work?” 

‘Ai lo, Badi Apa, your reasoning is topsy-turvy! In fact, 
the only time girls can enjoy life is at their parents’ house. 
Once married, will they have this luxury? No, Bibi, it’s aot 
fair. Besides, how long will | sitidle. 

‘No, Baha, Il not let you go into'the kitchen’ Badi Apa 
at once protested. 

Ammi gave up. Tahsina continued to do all the work. 
‘The routine of the house resumed, Tabsina’s frugality 
brought about one change, though. Ammi began to leave 
money in her safekeeping. Therefore, Zamir had to stretch 
his hand before ‘Tahsina every day. ‘How much? she would 
ask, Though she gave what he asked, she always urged 
hhim not to waste it, Ackhe and Bunni would appear from 
somewhere and fleece him of every single anna, and then 
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would triumphantly go atound the house announcing it. 
Badi Apa would snub Bunni, and then scold Zamir, ‘Beta, 
why do you give het money? A glutton that she is, she will 
rush to the market and squander it all there? Tai Amma 
would bless him profusely for giving money to Achhe, ‘May 
he become an officer like his father, may he rule, may he 
get married, may he get a moonlike bride, may his parents 
see him blossom!’ Tai Amme’s hait had turned grey, but 
her body was still in good shape, Hee pyjamas were still 
tight around her legs and, in spite of wrinkles on her face, 
it was clear that she must have been beautiful once, On the 
other hand, there was Badi Apa, She seemed to have shrunk 
physically; her well-built body was now only skin and bones; 
her clothes sagged. He still did not know why she was called 
‘Tai Amma by everyone in the house. How was Tai Amma 
related to him or to others? Even Abba Mian called her Tai 
Amma, All he remembered of her daughter was that she 
was a big-eyed, tall, and fair woman, After the wedding of 
‘Tai Amma's daughter, Badi Apa had commented, ‘The gitl 
is ruined, These people are uncouth rustics’ And Ammi had 
taunted, ‘Now a star is not going to come down and marry 
her. He is good enough. ‘These people are poor, but they 
will keep the girl happy’ When and how ail that happened, 
hhe could not recall. What he did remember was the day 
news of her death attived; and when Tai Amma returned 
after the forty days of mourning, she had a chubby, fair 
baby with her whom she began to call Achhe, 

Achhe and Bunni would dart out like atrows as soon as 
they got the money and would come back sucking green, 
red, or orange-coloured ice. 
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When he got tired of sitting on the stool, he would stop 
reading Alf Laila, yawn, and then close his eyes. In the 
meantime, Badi Apa would call out from the hall, ‘Arce Bhai, 
where is Zamir? Is he still sitting outside? ‘Tahsina, serve 
Bhaiyya food.’ Tahsina would come out and order him curtly, 
‘Come and eat yout food!” And he would quietly get up and 
0 inside. There were times when he was so depressed that 
he did not feel like eating. He would be angry at hitnself, at 
Tahsina, at the still wind, at the swarm of fies, and at the 
unending holidays. Tahsina would then return and order him 
in the same abrupt, impersonal tone, ‘Come and eat your 
food! He would quietly put his book aside and follow her. 
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Drogo ston, 0 mango stone, where will I go after Tam 
married? The soft raw mango stone slipped out of Bunni’s 
delicate fingers and fell off the cot. 

‘There was a mound of green mango peels and clean 
mango stones on one side of the cot. Next to it was a large 
tray, piled high with freshly peeled raw mangoes. Tahsina 
was chopping raw mangoes, removing their stones with the 
edge of a knife, and placing slices of mangoes on the tay. 

Bunai picked up a clean, white mango stoac, stood near 
the stool on which Zamir was sitting, and asked, ‘Zamir 
Bhai, tell me, where will I go after Iam marzied” 

"You make a guess’ He was so engrosced in reading Alf 
Laila that he didn't want to be distracted. 

Bunni asked the mango stone first about her marriage, 
then about Achhe’s and Zamir Bhai’s marriage. ‘Zamir Bhai, 
you will marry someone from the West.” 

‘Really? he answered indifferently and continued to read 
his book. 
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‘Mango stone, O mango stone, whom will Baj marty?” 


“The stone fell on Zamir’s open book. : 
Bonni clapped and shouted, ‘ba-ha-ha, Baji will masry 


Zamir Bhai.” . 
His heart sank, the blood in his veins dried up, and his 


hands and feet froze, All he wanted was to somehow leave, 


disappear from there, But he could not move; his gaze was 
fixed on his book and his heart pounded madly. The ait 
‘was oppressive and the neem leaves drooped in silence. His 
neck and hands were covered with sweat which dripped 
down his collar. And then a thin line of perspiration 
trickled down his back and soaked his shirt, He wanted 
to shut the book and sneak out of the house quietly, but 
his body refused to budge. He didn’t dare look at Tahsing, 
but the soft sound of the knife cutting through the raw 
mangoes and edging out the stones continued as steadily as, 
before without faltering, There still was no breeze and the 
‘neem leaves continued to hang in silence, A dove flew up 
to the branch of the-neem tree and began to coo. Bunni’s 
attention shifted from the mango stone to the dove and she 
began to mimic it. 

‘Have you memotised this morning's lesson? Tahsin 
asked, interrupting Munni’s mimicry, 

‘Le-ss-o-n! 

‘Yes, lesson, Tahsina repeated in the same composed 


pose and, picking up her knife and the tray, got up fom 
he cot. 


‘Bunni was quiet, 


‘Sit down and read 
your Siparah book? 
admonished her sharply, 00k, “Tahsina 
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Bunni froze with fear. Suddenly a prisoner, all her 
pertness disappeared. Helpless, she slowly picked up her 
Siparab book and took it out of its cloth case. Heer hands, 
which a while ago seemed full of energy while asking the 
mango stone about her marriage, lost their verve and were 
forced to obey orders. HalE-heartedly, she opened her Siparah 
book, tutned its pages, and began to read. 

‘Tahsina lifted the tray full of raw mangoes, walked to the 
cot placed in the sun, emptied the tray on it, and began to 
spread raw mangoes over it. 

Zamir quietly closed his book, placed it on the stool, andl 
ctept away. 

‘The silence in the lane outside seemed to bu 
had swatmed out of a hive which had been smashed. Parts 
of the lane, which ran nexttto 2 few tall houses, were shaded. 
A dog, panting with its tongue hanging out, was sitting in 
a pool of muddy drain water. At the sound of footsteps, 
it crawled out of the’ puddle, shook its wet body, and 
sprayed drops of dirty water in evety direction. As Zamir 
walked out of the lane into the next one, a flock of drowsy 
hens raised their heads in alarm and cackled loudly. For a 
moment, Zamir felt as though he had entered the zenana of 
stranger's house and that many eyes were fixed on him. He 
continued to walk slowly. He had bately taken a few steps 
when a sooster fluttered it wings and crowed behind him, 
Another spotless white rooster, sitting on the boundary wall 
‘ahead, was so startled that it cocked its head, flapped its 
wings capidly, and crowed loudly. 

He walked through the lane to the Lal Mandir Square, In 
the heat, ts zed stones were burning hot. The stone platform 
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around the well too was scorching. The iton pulleys fixed on 
the edge of the dry well were silent. 

A shiver cun through his body as he walked through the 
water-tank lane, But, within « few seconds, he was in the 
‘thatheri wali geli which was full of sunlight and dust. The 
sound of hammers falling on shapeless metal to make large 
plates, pots, and trays of brass and copper was so loud that 
every other sound was drowned. Gradually that clanging 
sound too faded, lost in the path disappeasing behind him, 
A black bull stood stubbornly in the middle of the Ieunjdon 
wali gali, When it refused to budge even efter being cajoled, 
he quietly crept out of the lane by keeping close to the well 
50 a8 to avoid its horns and hoofs. From there, he walled 
through the qasai moballa, and then skipped across the 
‘metalled road to the barren land, and from the barren land 
walked down the road to the cultivated fields. 

Gandal got up when he saw him. ‘Abe, Hira? he called 
out, ‘Chhote Mian has come, Bring a cot.’ 

Hira came running with a cot, put it down for Zamir, 
and asked, “Mian ji, should I get something to eat or drink?” 

‘No, Bhai? 

Gandal sat down beside the cot with his chillum, No one 
‘was eager to draw water from the well at that time, Gandal 
and Hira were totally at peace, Gandal placed the pipe of his 
chillum ia his mouth and shut his eyes. Hira was excited by 
Zamic’s visit. His eyes sparkled and he was eager to ask him 
something but could not, 

“Chhote Mian,’ he said, at last finding his voice, ‘they 
say a kothi will be built here. Will the entice haveli be 
shifted to this place? When Abba Mian was alive, this place 
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aq very lively: Dating the harvest season, everyone weed 


water ere: But after him.” Hic voice faltered, ‘only 
pam Naam? 

Hie could not say anything mote, Gandal too was silent 
sin ejes were shutas he continued to pulf on his hugga 

Hire spoke again, ‘Chhote Mian, Ihope thatthe tahsildar 
sahib will stay this time?” 

‘Abey, of course, Gandal replied on Zamic’s behalf 
‘Once he gets his pension, he'll stay’ 

‘So, Chote Mian, will you also stay?” 

‘Lalla bas yet to finish his studies? Gandal once again 
replied on Zamir's behalf, as he opened his eyes, coughed, 
passed the chillum to Hits, and said, Chote Mian, centaies 
have passed! When will your studies end?” 

‘Soon, he replied. 

But Gandal was not listening to him. His gaze had shifted 
vay to watch the play of light and shace over the green 
fields; a wave of sunlight swiftly swept over them, followed 
immediately by shadows. A thin layer of clouds slowly spread 
over the fields as the sunlight skipped away, caressing the rows 
of wees beyond the fields, He too looked up, as Gandal and 
Hira turned their gaze to the sky. A few patches of clouds 
floating in the sky had overshadowed the san. 

‘Gandal Hira whispered sofily, what does the sky 
indicate? T no longer have the strength to pull water ont of 
the well, If it doesn’t rain soon, my arms will give way’ He 
slowly passed the chillum to Gandal. 

Gandal quietly puffed at his chillum and meditatively 
replied, ‘This time the rains will be delayed. Jyotishiji was 
saying that the year will be tough’ He took another puff and 
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passed the chillum back to Hira, ‘Lala, t needs to be reli 
‘Add anothet upla to it! 

Hita took the hugga and crouched near the storeroom, 
where the uplas wete kept. 

Gandal’s eyes again began to closeand he hummed softly: 


You wasted yur nights in shep, your days in eating 
Hira, your life was priceless you exchanged it for nothing 


Gandas eyes were closed; his body was motionless, as if 
all the energy had drained out of it with his words and 
slowly dissipated. a 

Zarit quietly got up from the cot and walked back 
home. Sunlight once again swept over the trees beyond 
the fields, spread aver the fields, and the entire garrison of 
shadows departed. 

By the time he reached home, the san had begun to 
set, Evening shadows had covered the courtyard in front 
of the porch; the doors of the hall were still shut and the 
bamboo curtain covering the veranda was still damp. From 
the courtyard, he walked up to the portico towards the hall 
when his steps faltered and he turned to the room next to 
the hall. 

‘His entrance startled Ammi and Tai Amtha, who were in 
the middle of a gossip session, 

‘Ai hai, where wete you all afternoon? Ammi 
immediately asked. 

‘Tjust went to the farm for a while, 

‘To the farm? Ace you crazy, boy? Hot and dusty winds 
are blowing and this prince has been roaming in the fields? 
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“Oh, just look at his face. It’s red’ ‘Tai Amma 
added irsitably, 

‘Come, my son, lic down for a while. Let me cool you 
down with a pankha’ 

The suggestion offered him « reprieve, and he 
immediately took off his shoes and shirt and lay down, 

‘Tai Amma began to move the pankha vigorously. His 
eyes began to close, 

Everybody rested in the hall because Noory pulled 
4 large pankha with fiills which hung from the ceiling all 
through the afternoon, and the khas curtains on the doors 
were hept moist tll che evening, Ammi now often came from 
the hall to the next room on the pretext that the children 
were making too much noise, Tai Amma too joined het and, 
instead of sleeping, they chatted, sometimes in whispers and 
sometimes loudly. 

‘Aji, there is one thing? Tai Amma was saying, ‘this 
cursed girl is" quite spoilt. She wanders all day. Is this how 
one studies? ‘To study, you need concentration, After all, T 
am only human and sometimes lose my temper at hes? 

“Tai Amma, how ¢an you say that!’ Ammi retorted, ‘All 
children are mischievous. Is your Achhe any less naughty’ 

‘Ai, he is the naughtiest, He makes me shout so much 
thar my head begins to spin.’ 

“That’ it, ‘Tai Amma, Children are naughty, but you don’t 
Kill them for it, But when Tahsina thrashed her sister with 
one end of her fan, my heart just sani? 

“Yes, of course. I don’t understand why people cart 
teat others like human beings? 
fell silent, 


‘Tai Amma said, and then 
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In a hushed voice, Ammi added, ‘Tai Amma, Tahsina’s 
alittle crazy, When she works, she works relentlessly; when 
she sits down to teach her litte sister, is as if the child must 
learn everything in a day? 

‘Oh, that’s a genetic trait Tai Amma said, ‘Ts hee mother 
any different? Once she gets an idea, that’s it, And your 
husband? Now, Mashallah, he has children, responsibilities... 
‘you should have seen him when he was a child. He was so 
stubborn that even if Abba Mian got angry, he would not 
give in? 

"Yes, indeed it’s a genetic wait, but Tai Amma, this is 
different.” Ammi’s voice became even morc hushed and she 
began to whisper, ‘Aji, how long will Chhammo Apa keep 
her unmactied? Mashallah, she has come of age. Apa should 
now worry about getting her matricd? 

“Yes, Bibi! She has, of course, come of age. She’s only a 
bit older than your Zamir? 

‘Aji, Tai Amma, Tahsina is a lot older than Zammit’ 

‘No, Bibi!’ Tai Amma corrccied her firmly, When she 
was born, you were pregnant, expecting Zamix. T vividly 
remember it as if it happened today. When Chhammo took 
her chhalla bath, all the ladics said, lo Bibi, now that Shibbu 
Mian’s sister is safe, may God help his wife deliver her child 
safely. You were seven months pregnant then, 

‘Anyway, even a couple of months’ difference is a lot 
Girls grow faster. Dot’t you see, she looks twice Zamie’s age?” 

‘Yes, Mashallah, she’s a nice-looking gitl? 

“Whae’s Badi Apa waiting for?” 

‘Who knows what she’s waiting for! Irs not as though 
there ate no proposals! Her chacha’s son is ready to marty 
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“Tahsina, To be honest, do chachas or tayas care after a git!’s 
father is dead? But that damn fellow longs for his niece. 

“What does the fellow do? asked Ammi 

“Who knows what he does! He’s uneducated and no 
good. When Buniyad Ali visited in the month of Madar, 
T asked, Aji, Buniyad Ali, when will your Imdad pass his 
entrance exam? He said, Tai Amma, what's the use of 
passing entrance exams when even a BA pass loiters around. 
unemployed? Nobody cares for degrees. T've decided that 
Imdsd will join the police force. In two years, he may even 
become aa inspector. Yes, Bibi, once he’s an inspector, what 
more could he want? He'll be like « lord. What’ll he de with 
avuseless degree? Lick it?” 

‘Aji, Tai Amma, do you think one becomes an inspector 
jue lize that, for free? When BAS can't become one, how can 
that lout? 

Bibi, how would I know about your goddamned 
thanedasi and tehsildari? only know what Buniyad Ali said. 

Buniyad Ali Chacha’s words mean nothing; he just 
Drags. But what do I cate? If Imdad becomes a thanedar, 
would I be unhappy, especially if a danghter of our family 
marries him? I think, Bedi Apa shouldn't hesitate any more 
“The fellow is not that bad either. Now, « star is not going to 
descend from the heavens for Tahsina? 

“Who can read her sind? Who knows what she’s 
thinking?’ Tai Amma said meaningfally, ‘When Abba Mian 
was alive, every time the topic came up for discussion, he 
became silent, No one knew what he wanted? 

“Phere was a sudden gush of wind and the door of the 
room opened and shut with a bang, 
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“There's a storm coming? Tui Amma exclaimed, 

Zamit too opened his eyes with a start. A pale yellow 
light engulfed the veranda and the courtyard. 

‘Everyone, pick up your clothes drying outside; the wind 
is very strong,’ Badi Apa shouted from the courtyard. 

‘Tai Amma and Ammi tan ont of the room to gather the 
clothes hanging on the lines and the mattresses spread on 
the cats outside. 

‘Achhe, © Achhe, come inside!” ‘Tai Amma rushed 
towards the veranda holding Achhe’s hand, and then she 
called out, Bibi, come inside, this looks like a violent storm, 

Tewas a dust storm, All of a sudden, the wind dropped 
and the fan in Badi Apa’s hand began to spin faster; the 
dove stopped cooing and with a gentle flutter of wings rose 
from the neem tree, floated in the wind, and then slowly 
vanished from sight. ‘The sweet, sensuous, and hypnotic 
song of 2 cuckoo rose from the dense leaves of the mango 
tree. The cuckoo’s song was cool like the eastern breeze 
on a hot and sultry das. Bat soon, the cuckoo stopped 
singing. Tai Amma grabbed a pankha from Badi Apa, 
‘Bibi, its miserably hor; the air is very still? And Badi Apa 
unexpectedly mrned to Zamis, Why are you sitting here? 
Go and lie down in the hall under the fan, Reading day in 
and day out is # curse? Soon, Tei Amma slowly stopped 
fanning herself. She turned her gaze towards the sky and 
said, as iF talking to herself in a voice in which hope was 
tinged with doubt, ‘Another storm is coming’ All eyes 
were raised towards the sky, which appeared yellow and, 
as it datkened, countless kites, slowly wheeling in circles, 

flew round and round in eestasy. Suddenly, an unearthly 
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shiver ran through the neem leaves and a crow, hiding in 
its thick branches, fluttered out with a start and, shrieking, 
serecching, and cawing, hurried away to join others in the 
sky. The ery of birds startled the hens. Alert and tense 
with apprchension, they raised their necks and cocked their 
heads to one side as if trying hard co catch a sound, Their 
nervousness affected everyone in the house too. A window 
‘was opened on the second or the third floor and then shut 
with a loud bang, ‘Mian, a storm is coming,’ people called 
out from one terrace to the next, Bedcovers, white sheets, 
blue satis, and halé-dry violer, pink, and turquoise dupattas 
still hanging from clothes lines in the sun were covered 
with dust. Elderly women and young girls quickly gathered 
them and, carrying them across the parapets, ran down the 
staircases, Doors were hurriedly latched from inside, As the 
dust storm began to blow with ferocity, the entire area was 
suddenly steeped in a dusty, yellow light. 

Stormsdo not follow a schedule, Sometimes the sky turns 
a pale yellow before noon, sometimes late in the afternoon, 
and sometimes in the evening, These are days when there is 
a dust storm every afternoon. Every day, however, a large 
number of kites fly in lazy, drowsy, slightly drunken circles 
under the sun surrounded by a halo of dust, Then, the cycle 
of stifling days suddenly snaps at night when everyone is 
asleep; and a passing storm shatters the trance of people 
sleeping in courtyards, rooftops, and terraces. Even the 
colour of the stormy sky is never the same—though usually 
1 dusty yellow, theze are mornings when it tuens a deep grey, 
and by noon the landscape is drowned in such deep darkness 
that Janterns have to be lit in shops and houses, 
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It dida’t matter whether the storins came in the 
afternoon, evening, or the middle of the night, The 
devastation they caused was always visible the next moraing 
when vegetable-sellers came with baskets and baskets loaded 
‘with raw mangoes that had fallen in the storm and sold them 
at ditt-cheap prices, ‘These storms not only knocked down 
raw mangoes, but also sapped branches and uprooted trees 
loaded with them. Raw mangoes wete then heaped on cots 
in the haveli, and the knives in ‘Tai Atma’s and Badi Aps's 
hands moved rapidly to chop them into smell chunks. 

‘Did you heat what happened? Last night's storm picked 
up a heavy stone that weighed thtee tons from Shekhu’s ‘Taal 
and smashed it down on Dinur’s thatched hut! The poor 
fellow’s roof was shattered? 

Badi Apa was astonished, “Tai Amma, I don’t believe 
that! Then she tutned to Zamir, for she had complete faith 
in his knowledge of science, and whenever she came actoss 
something which was beyond reason, she turned to him for 
an answer. “Zamir Mian, you have read science; tell us, cana 
three-ton sione fly?” 

Tai Amma didn’t give Zamir a chance to respond, ‘I 
don't know about your cursed science, but why not wait and 
ask the old woman who sells vegetables? She'll surely come 
tomorrow to sell raw mangoes. Oh yes, that cursed crone’s 
sistet-in-law’s son was carried away by the storm, He hasn't 
yet been found? 

Badi Apa contradicted her again, ‘I don't believe that a 
big boy like him can fly away in a storm!’ 

‘Bibi, why is it so difficult to believe? This world 
is a workshop of wonders—my mind fails me when 
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I think about the dark storm. Only God knows 
His secrets. J 

‘Tai Amma) Bunn intervened, ‘you said there are faicies 
in datk storms!’ 

‘Bunni, I was only repeating what I've heard...King 
Inder on his throne, djinns in the front, and djinns behind 
and fairies all around him? 

“Tai Amma; Bunni said confidentially. ‘Should I tell you 
who carried away that boy? The fairies!" 

Badi Apa fumed, Just look at het gossiping away. Have 
you finished studying for the day? Ari, Tahsina, did you give 
her homework today?” 

Bunni wes dumbstruck, 

‘Bunni, come here, recite your lesson to me,’ Tabsina’s 
commanding voice rose from the kitchen. 

Her thread of thought broken, Tai Amma turned her 
attention to the raw mangoes again, 

‘See, these mango seeds have begun to sprout. Soon, the 
mangoes will ripen.” 

“They are already ripe and sous) Badi Apa retorted, ‘But 
if icrains heavily, they'll ripen? 

The sky remained .a dusty yellow as usual, and the 
mangoes sour. Neither did: the rains fall, nor did, the 
mangoes turn juicy. The sun rose daily as usual; sunlight 
and shadows played their usual games of hide-and-seek in 
the vast courtyard of the haveli, Soon, it was excruciatingly 
hot under the sun, Everybody packed up and went back to 
the big dimly lit hall, where the cloth-fan with frills swung 
from the ceiling and the damp khas screens on the doors 
cooled the body and soothed the eyes, First, a dastarkhwan, 


wizar Dusan 


was spread on the floor and then, after the meal, Tai Amma, 
Badi Apa, and Ammii lay down on the floot and slept, Bibi, 
these kids won't let us take a nap even for a second, ‘Tai 
Amma grumbled, as she was startled out of her slumber, 
‘Then, Badi Apa scolded Bunni, ‘Are you going to sleep or 
not? Tai Amma geibbed Achhe’s arm and forced him to 
lie dowa. Soon, her eyes began to droop. Slowly, everyone 
lying on the floor dozed off. After a long gap, Badi Apa 
stopped snoring and asked, ‘What's the time, Zamir?! ‘Half 
past two.’ Badi Aps’s eyes drooped once again. Then Tai 
Amma opened her eyes and, still drowsy, looked out of the 
door. ‘es still very sunny.’ Drowsiness engulfed her once 
agaia. The fan continued to swing at its own steady pace 
till Noory’s hands slackened and sleep overwhelmed her. 
When the fan stopped moving, Noory woke with 2 start 
and begaa to pull the rope again. Badi Apa got up to look 
out of the door anxiously, ‘Oh no, the sun has reached the 
outer edge of the terrace, The time for zohr has nearly 
passed.’ She quictly slipped out of the room, Zamir shut his 
eyes and then opened them at once. He could: never sleep 
lilee Tai Arma ot Badi Apa! The day seemed excruciatingly 
ong; the afternoon stretched on and on. Baba took a brief 
nap ang, then, put on his spectacles and reclined against a 
bolster to read the newspapers. As Tahsina tossed this way 
and that, her bangles jingled sweetly. When Ammi opened 
her eyes, she admonished her, ‘Beti,car’t you rest a litle in 
the afternoons at least!" ‘Mumani ji, the starch T prepared 
yesterday will go bad.’ ‘Oh yes, if you have some left, wash 
this also” Amini said, taking off her dupatta without gotting 
up and giving it to Tahsina, 
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He felt suffocated tying in the dark, stuffy room, He 
got up quietly and went out. The veranda, though scotching 
hot, was bubbling with activity. Water dripped from the khas 
screens and trickled actoss the floor; Achhe and Bunni, who 
were splashing around in the water, disappeared from the 
veranda in no time; in the golden light of the setting sun, 
‘Tahsina sat near the door next to the veranda with a tub 
fall of starch, a pile of clean and dirty dupattas, detergent, 
and stnall paper packets with powders of different dyes. She 
scrubbed the dupatias thoroughly, sinsed them, then filled 
the tub with clean water, prepared the required dyes for the 
dupatias, squeezed water out of them, and spread them on 
the clothes line to dry in the sun. She then fetched a pot 
filled with mask-melon pulp, washed it thoroughly in water 
to separate the white seeds, placed the seeds in a sieve, and 
poured water over them till they were white and clean. She 
then dyed some seeds green and some sed and strung them 
together on a string. 

When they heard the sound of something fall in one 
corner of the veranda, they both tured with a start 
Suddenly, Achhe and Buani walked in and began shouting, 
“Teliya raja, teliya caja... Zamir Bhai look, teliya raja? Really! 
'A beetle, as lustrous as if it had been soaked in black oil, 
buzzed around, ctashed against the wall, fell to the ground, 
and began to dig a hole through the clay floor, But evea 
hefore they could react, Achhe’s eyes caught sight of a wasp 
near the door of the veranda, It flew from the veranda into 
the courtyard, and then rose up in the air till it reached the 
top of the boundary wall, ‘A wasp, Bunni, look, a wasp!” 
Achhe and Bunni shot out like arrows from the veranda, 
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fan through the courtyard, climbed up the stairway, and 
dlisappeavedl, Once again, ‘Tahsina and he were left alone in 
the haunting silence of the vetanda, He yearned for those 
moments of privacy, but when they actually arrived, he 
found them impossibly difficult. He seemed lost, his heart 
pounded fiercely, and Talisina, as though unaware of all this, 
continued to wash the sticky musk-melon pulp to separate 
the seeds. He noticed small drops of sweat tickle down her 
neck as she washed the pulp quite mechanically. Suddenly, 
she stood up and, as she walked away, se glanced at him 
and said with seeming innocence, Tes very hot. Why aze you 
sitting here in this heat? He had no excuse for sitting in 
the scorching veranda. He quiedy got up, wondering if he 
should go into the hall or walk out of the house. But before 
leaving, he called out, “Tabsinal” 

‘Tahsina stopped. 

‘Give me some money? 

She walked back to the veranda and entered the room 
next to it. He followed her and quietly watched her open 
the trunk in which she kept her money box. Once again, 
he couldn't turn his gaze away, as the translucent drops of 
sweat trickled down her neck and the few strands of damp 
hair that clung to it. Her hands swiftly turned the clothes in 
the trunk upside down, searching for che money box, She 
pulled it out from under the clothes, took some money out, 
and gave it to him as her long fair fingers brushed his hand, 
desire instinctively ran through him like an electric charge; 
his hand tembled; but thea, once again, something stopped 


him; he stood as if paralysed. She quietly locked the trunk 
and left the room. 
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He stood in silence for a few seconds in the doorway. His 
heart, which was beating wildly, slowly regained its normal 
shythm, He stepped ont of the room into the veranda which 
was now deserted. Then, he walked out of the house. 

‘The Lal Mandir radiated heat from the distance. The 
iron pulley which was attached to the dark window high 
above, and bad moved incessantly and noisily all morning 
and evening, was silent. As he walked out of the temple 
Jane and was passing through the lane with the water tank, 
a bunch of unruly boys blocked his path. They all looked 
similar because they had smeared their faces with coal 
powder. While some had taken off their shirts, the younger 
ones had shed all their clothes and only wore a black 
loincloth which was indistinguishable from their skin. They 
stood in the middle of the street, banged the ground with 
the heavy sticks they carried in their hands, and shouted: 


Black sticks, yellow sticks 
A connie shall get a goad harvest 
Clouds will come, rains wil jal 
A courte shall turn inso fertile soil 
And water flaw t0 the harvest. 


‘They had placed a plate in the middle of the road with a few 
one-anna coins and some stones, and were urging passers~ 
by to drop a few coins into the plate so they could cook 
porridge and pray for rains, 

"The boys allowed him to pass only after he left coin in 
the plate. But now his feet refused to move, He stopped and 
then turned bacle 
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Over dinner in the evening, Badi Apa was again anxious 
about Zamir, ‘Arti, Tahsina, call Zamit so that Bhaiyya can 
eat his dinner? 

‘Tahsina walked up to him and gently said, ‘Dinner, 

He was drowsy; his head rested on the wicker stool. With, 
his eyes stil closed, he mumbled, ‘I'm not hungry. 

‘She was silent. 

He then opened his eyes and said, ‘I'm not feeling well. 
T don’t want dinner” 

‘Tahsina quietly turned around and walked back to the 
big hall. 

He was actually unwell. Ammi touched his forehead, 
checked his wrist, and said, ‘His body is warm. 

‘Tai Amma was not convinced, but she was alarmed 
when she touched his fice and forehead, ‘Bahu, the boy's 
burning with fever 

Badi Apa also touched his forehead and cheeks and 
exclaimed, ‘Bibi, his temperature is very high’ 

‘I thinkit’s a heatstroke, ‘Tai Amma speculated, 

‘Aji, he had to get a heatstroke’ responded Badi Apa. 
‘He loafs around all durough the afternoon in the loo! He has 
come here aficr ages, but hasn't spent a single day with me 
Bahu, why did you bring him? He doesnt like being here atall? 

‘Bibi, that wasn’t the case ealiet’ said Tai Amma. ‘He 
used to follow you around all the time calling out—Badi 
‘Apa! Badi Apa!’ 

“Bahannu, he has changed after going away from here? 
And then, Badi Apa calmly asked, ‘Tehsina, are there 


4 few raw mangoes left? Make some’ juice for Bhaiyya 
with them? 
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His temperature tose, In the beginning, he was 


unconscious, and when he regained consciousness for a 
while, he felt that someone was massaging his body. He 
drifted back into deep slumber, 

For two days, he remained unconscious, On the third 
day, when he regained consciousness, the fever began to 
subside. He perspired so profasely that his entire body was 
drenched, and wiping his forehead and neck with the hem of 
her dupatta had left Badi Apa tired. He still felt as exhausted 
as before, His head felt light and his throat very sore. 

Who knows how Tai Amma, Badi Apa, and Ammi spent 
their afternoons in the hig hall! They always preferred the 
breeze that filtered through the neem tree in the courtyard 
to the filled cloth-fan that swung from the ceiling in the big 
hall. But as the sun rays hecame sharper and the loo began to 
blow, they retreated from the shade of the neem tree into the 
big hall, But as soon as the sun went down, they were back on 
the cotsin the shade. But he was prohibited from going out till 
the evening The door of his room was shutas usual, the khas 
ray of light filtered 
through the ventilator and its golden line in the dark room 
helped him trace the passage of the sun. Half-asleep, Noory 
pulled the rope of the fan as she always did—the music of 
the fan was interrupted every now and then when she nodded 
off to sleep, only to wake up instantly. Then the fan would 
sesume its usual thythm. Tahsina stopped massaging his head 
with kahu oil, Instead, her fingers moved delicately through 
his thick haie in harmony with the speed of the cloth-fan, 

He was delirious. He could only recall, as in a dream, a 
few bits and pieces, a few faded memories of the last two 


screens sprinkled with water as alway 
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en he was unconscious and feeble, A fair hand, with 


days wh 
a thermometer between his 


long elegant fingers, plac 
lips, then pulled it out, and placed it back in a bright silver 


case; the sensuous touch of someone softly massaging his 
forchead; the soothing, steady, gentle music of Tai Amma’s 
silver bangles as she pressed a wet cloth on the palms of his 
hands and the soles of his feet; he felt that all his senses were 
engulfed in a sweet intoxicating dream. 

After a moment’s pause, a pleasant mellow state of 
dreams spread through his body again, Half-dreaming and 
half-awake, he longed for those fingers to caress his hair 
forever, His slumber deepened, a strange peacefulness 
overwhelmed his senses, and a diaphanous layer of dreams 
covered his consciousness. Without any intent or purpose, 
his right hand tenderly clasped the fingers massaging his 
head, Her hand froze, then relaxed and became responsive, 
Fire ignited fire. A torrent of passion emerging from some 
deep unknown depths passed from fingers to fingers, It 
seemed as if two sivers, which had beea flowing separately 
had broken their banks and begun to flow together, merging 
into one another. The clasped hands slipped out of his dark 
hair and moved closer to his lips. Soft, warm fingers shook 
as they drew closer to the blazing, trembling lips of a body 
burning with fever. But suddenly, she regained control over 
her untamed emotions and disengaged herself from the 


watm embrace. She stood up abruptly and walked away 
mumbling something. 

He heard her footsteps recede and a door open and shut 
with a bang, His drifted back to sleep, but the dak dreams 
clouding his mind had dissipated. 


Four 


Wea ne woke up, it vas stil dark. Badi Apa was sitting 
con her prayer-chowki and reciting her prayers in a poignant 
‘voice: “Maula Ali, Wakil Al, Badshah’ Ali’ Her voice was so 
moving that he thought her entire being would slowly melt 
and dissolve in the soft light of dawn. 

When he stepped out for a morning walk after many 
days of illness, everything looked fresh and pristine A 
bucket was lowered by the pulley outside the’ mysterious 
yindow near the Lal Mandie. It fell into the dark well with 
a splash; it was then pulled up and filed to the brim with 
water before it disappeared behind the window. Since the 
shops in the thathetri wali lane were not yet open, there 
was silence everywhete. Except for a sweeper-woman, who 
was raising so much dust that it covered the entire lane in 
a thin layer of haze, He walked across the metalled road 
with countless potholes till he reached the tall red brick 
chimney at the edge of the basti, It was summer and the 
chimney was no longer bellowing smoke. The chimney hed 
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always marked for him the moment when night departed 
and the new day attived, He walked up to it and then tatned 
back, He retraced his steps over the same rough and broken 
roads he had left behind; dust rose at every step he took 
across them. When he saw the grounds of his old school, 
he turned into the lane leading up to it, His feet sank into 
he walked actoss the path to teach the 


mounds of dust 2 
boundary wall af the school 

‘The school was a basti of silence. From a distance, it 
looked as if it was made of « low-tiled roof over an unending 
cortidor with red-brick archways linked to each other. But as, 
he drew closes, the building was much larger and bigger— 
the long corridor, the high arches, and the tall glass doors and 
windows that were surrounded by vast stretches of football 
and hockey grounds whose boundaries were marked by 
goalposts. ‘The classrooms were locked, the corridors empty, 
and the grounds silent. The school was closed. The town’s 
noisy and lively inhabitants migrated to other places every 
summer, leaving it forlorn. He was familiar both with the 
sound and the silence. During vacations, when he used to go 
for a morning walk with Abba Mian, he had often slipped 
away to pluck flowers from the school’s garden, Though he 
was familiar with every sensation and smell of the school, 
he had felt like a stranger in a basti whose inhabitants had 
either abandoned it out of fear of the devil, or had been 
made invisible by some black magic. He used to walk around 
the fields, touch and shake the white goalposts, loiter in 
the empty corridors, gaze at the locked classtooms, and 
sometimes peep though broken glass windows and watch 
with uncanny fascination light fall on desks placed in semi- 
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dark rooms, then suddenly step back with a start, If he ever 
found the lock of a classtoom broken, afraid and curious, 
he would nervously push the doot open, walk inside, and 
marvel at the floors, the closed windows, and the ventilators 
before rushing out in panic without plucking any flowers. 
‘The scent of the past reached him once again and the 
magic of bygone years resutfaced ia his memory. He drifted 
towards the garden. The trees and bushes were wet with the 
morning dew, white flowers glowed through the green leaves 
like silver embellishments, and restless butterflies touched a 
the wind in search of some 
other home. As his fingers caressed the dew-drenched leaves 


flower before drifting away 


and flowers, his thoughts travelled back to that other honey- 
sweet touch; it rejuvenated him and left a strange frisson on. 
his palms and fingers. His handkerchief was now overflowing 
with owers, He tied itin a knot and walked out. 

Dust, well-ixodden footpaths, potholes, barren lands, 
ridges separating fields, loose gravel, and trails through 
grass and bushes—his feet were either wet when he walked 
through dew-drenched grass or covered with dust as he cut 
across barren fields, When he heard Hira singing, he knew he 
was close to his owa farmland. Walking on # footpath along, 
a ridge separating fields, he found himsclf near a cluster 
of neem and khandal trees. As he reached up and broke a 
neem twig to clean his teeth, he heard a rusiing sound in 
the leaves, A chameleon scampered out of the leaves and 
jumped onto a thick branch, Zamir dropped the acem twig 
and stepped back. ‘The chameleon’s ctested and ridged body 
became rougher as it bloated and became bigges. Its neck 
and back turned a bright orange. Zamir’s heart began to beat 
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sapidly with feat, The chameleon changed its colour from 
orange to ted and then to green befote it disappeared into 
the leaves again. Tts yellow tail was visible briefly before it 
too vanished. 

Zamir felt an uncanny sense of feat, an inexplicable 
loneliness; a doubt recurring in some cotner of his mind 
that the blood in his body had been drained. He first turned 
his steps towards the well, but soon changed his mind and 
walked straight back home. Instead of bushes with yellow 
and white flowers, wild geass, and gnarled acacia trees with 
thorns, the ground was now strewn with debris of cement 
and sed bricks. Abba had not yet begun to construct his 
kothi, but the rubble was the first sign that he would 
begin soon, 

When he cached his home, its outer walls and terrace 
were suffused with sunlight. But Badi Apa was still sitting 
‘on her prayer-chowki in the couttyard and was reciting 
‘Maula Ali, Wakil Ali, Badshah AU? in her plaintive voice. 
Tai Amma had just knelt and bowed in prayer. Ammi was 
sleeping; her face was covered with a dupatta 10 keep the 
flies away. Tehsina was half-awake, though sleep was tryiag to 
overpower her. He went to her and placed the handkerchief 
filled with flowers in her lap. Her drowsiness vanished in.an 
instant. Surprised, she woke up with a start and looked at 
him puzaled, 

“Flowers, he said, but his heart was pounding madly. He 
quickly walked towards the veranda. 

He pretended to be busy as he walked from the veranda 
to the empty cooms, the big hall, the room next to it, and 
then back to the veranda and the hall 
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When he came out, the entite courtyard was frageant 
flowers. Thete were flowers in Tai Amme’s snow: 


wit 
syhite hais, in Badi Apa’s eats, and Tahsina was covered with 
Aowers. She had worn them in her ears, stucle them in het 
hair, and steung them around her neck. Their colours gave a 
special glow to her face. Bunni was, however, cribbing. She 
was not satisfied with the flowers in her ears and wanted 2 
string around her neck too. 

‘No more, you seem obsessed. 

‘Baji just a small string of flowers’ 

“There aren’t enough left for a small string If Zamir 
Bhai brings some more tomorrow, I'll make a string for you, 
‘Tahsina said affectionately. Bat there was also a pleasant lilt 
in her woice. Bunni was not convinced by her promise and 
persisted, ‘But you have so many!” 

‘Not so manyl Hardly » few buds are left” And she 
pulled back the hem of her dupatta. Bani was at fist cross, 
then she made an angty face, and when none of her tricks 
worked, she pounced on Tahsina who had by now sptead out 
her dupatta again and was stringing the remaining flowers 
“Tahsina immediately gathered the flowers in her dupatia, 
pushed Bunni aside, and burst ont laughing, “You are crazy! 

Her dupatta slipped from her head and the flowers 
adorning her knotted hair shimmered like mica and a lock 
of hair fell over her bluching cheeks ‘Haven't I already 
promised to make another garland tomorrow? Why don't 

you listen?” She laughed again, ‘What a wild gin!” 

“Tabsina, cover your head,’ Armi admonished. 

“Tahsina was stunned, She covered her head, arranged 

hee dupatia which had slipped down to her shoulders, 
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pushed back the lock of hair falling over het face, 


and left. 
“Ammai opened the paandan and 
for herself. 
“Tai Amma, do you want some pan?” 
*Yes, Behu, a small one; responded 
‘Amuni begaa to prepare it quietly. 
‘Tahsina was lost, Bunni bewildered, and Zamir dazed. 
He broke into beads of sweat. He understood that Aromi 


began to prepate paan 


Tai Amma, and 


had admonished him instead of Tahsiaa, 
‘Aji all I know is this? Ammi spoke at ast, ‘as long 1 was 
my mother never let me even look at 


in my maternal home, 
ears, I made sure 


flowers. If T ever wore some secretly in my 
they were well-covered by my dupatta. I new that if Ammi 
hhad caught sight of them, she would have drunk my blood. 
But now flowers are in vogue! 

Yes) Tai Amma said nostalgically, ‘Now every damn sin 
isin fashion? 

‘Yes, unveiling is in fashion, not keeping your head 
covered is ia fashion, low necklines are in fashion, These 
gjels have no shame. It was never so in our days” 

<You wete only born yesterday, Bibi; ‘Tai Amma added. 
In our times, we observed such strict purdah that no strange 
men even heard ont voices. My Badi Amma, may Allah test 
hee soul in peace, was very pious. Even after her hair had 
turned grey, the water carrier couldn't catch a glimpse of 
her toe tings. Bibi, in those days, we observed purdah even 
in front of our parents, You know, Buniyad Ali's sister, the 
unlucky one—her father summoned physicians and hakims, 
but she refused to give up her purdah and her condition 
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continued to deteriorate till her pretty face was hidden under 
the veil of dust, No man, neither a member of the family 
nora stranger, ever caught sight of her face? 

‘Tahsina quietly got up and walked towards the kitchen. 
Astounded and bewildered, Bunni too followed her. 

Ammi’s watchful gaze followed ‘Tahsina till she entered 
the kitchen, 

Bibi, | don’t cate what people say? Ammi’s face was 
flushed with anger, ‘I don't like this shamelessness? 

“What is there to dislike about it?’ ‘Tai Amma responded. 
*You are not an outsider. And you didn’t say anything you 
shouldn't have, You noticed something that was not right 
and pointed it out. ‘That's it. That's what elders are for.’ 

Ammi said, ‘Tai Amma, I'm afraid my words have been 
misunderstood. After all, she is a grown-up girl. But tell 
‘me, am I wrong when T say that her eyes are without shame 
and she walks without any modesty? She walks with her 
head held high and her chest out. Once or twice I thought 
of telling her—Beti, grown-up girls walk with drooping 
shoulders, but then I said to myself, why should I bother and 
carn everyone's curses for no reason?” 

‘But, Bibi, thats totally unfair, One doesn't behave like a 
stranger with one’s own people” 

“Tai Arama, this is not about behaving like a stranger. The 
matter of an unwed giel is delicate, Its only the mother’s gaze 
that can set her right. When Badi Apa is thete, why should 1 
point fingers at Tahsina? [t's her duty to keep ‘Tahsina in check. 

‘Ari, ever since Abba Mian passed away, Chhammo. 
has lost her mind, She neither rebukes ‘Tahsina, nor gives 
her advice, 
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“Ammi didn’t say anything for awhile. She pulled the tray 
«betel site towards her and began to chop them: Then, 
che added meditatively, “AU know is that Badi Apa should 
marty her off now? 

‘Tai Amma was quiet for a while and th 
Buniyad Ali has weitten another letter” 

“Amami was alarmed. ‘Really? Badi Apa didn’t mention it? 

‘She will. This time she'll have to.” 


Why? Ammi became alert. 
“This time they want a clear answer—yes or no. We 


1en said slowly, 


must decide.” 

Both Ammi and Tai Amma were thoughtful for # few 
moments, Then, Tai Amma said, as if talking to herself, 
“They ace tight, After all, how Jong can they wait? If you 
agree, then go ahead. Do itor else let it be! 

What's going on in Badi Apa’s mind? Do you have a 
clue?” Ammi asked. 

‘Bibi, T don’t have a clue. When Abba Mian was alive, 
Buniyad Ali sent letter after letter, bur Abba Mian refused 
to reply. Chhammo too kept very quiet. Days have passed 
in silence, and with each passing day the pitl is getting oldes? 
“Tai Amma paused and then resumed, ‘Now her brother has 
come; I think she'll consult him? 

“When has she consulted her brother about anything in 
the past?" Ammis tone was sharp. 

“This time she surely will? Tai Amma paused and 
declared, ‘And the teuth is, she loves her brother a lot. She 
always Jongs to meet him and talk to him? 

Ami was quiet. She placed the nut-cracker baclein the 


tray, mixed the chopped betel nuts, and then, placing some 
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in het palms, tossed them into het mouth, She sighed and 
said, Bhai, this is between brother and sister, who am 1 to 
poke my nose in it? But shouldn't I say what I really think? 
Did she consult her brother when Tahsina was betrothed 
to Imdad?? 

‘Yes, what you say is true, ‘Tai Amma responded. ‘But it 
is also truc, Bibi, that Tahsina’s father was alive at that time. 
‘Who'd have paid poor Chhammo any attention?” 

‘Amnmi was silent again, She chewed and chewed the betel 
nuts and then spoke, ‘Tai Amma, the problem is that she has 
left the matter to her daughter, and I say that’s how it should 
be. If tomorrow, God forbid, she doesa’tlike the groom, she 
shouldn't blame Badi Apa for having damped her in hell.’ 
Amuni was quiet, but she hadn’t yet finished. 

After a few seconds’ pause, she spoke again, though this 
time in a hushed voice, ‘Why is the girl so sullen all the time?” 

‘Ai, her cursed mother is also like thas, ‘Tal Amma 
answered casually. 

“Tai Ammi, this one is surly all the time. Who knows 
what sorrow has stricken hes? Our Badi Apa is so lost in 
herself that she rarely pays attention to anything” 

Tai Amma suddenly got up, ‘Oh no, its sunny here now? 

“The sunlight had crept up to the cot 

‘Lets go inside’ Ammi wo stood up and said, Zamir, 
come inside.” 

He moved to the roam next to the hall, He came out 
of the room many times during the afternoon—sometimes 
to drink water, sometimes on the pretext of going to the 
bathroom, He walked through the veranda, from there to the 
‘courtyard, and then back through the veranda, The veranda 
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remained deserted that aficrnoon. Tahsina neither came out 
to dye the dupattas, nor to wash mask-melon seeds 

‘Then he dozed off, When he woke ap and came to the 
courtyard, the sun had set. Arum, Tai Amma, and Badi Apa 
were al siting outside 

“Zamir, come, The breeze is very pleasant) Badi Apa 
called to him, He walked to the courtyard and sat on the 
stool under the neem tee, 

‘Ai, Chhammo, you spoke too soon, the wind has 
dropped again’ The fan in Tai Amma's hand began to 


spin faster. 
‘The air was very still. The back of Zamir’s shirt was 


soaked with sweat, 

‘Behna, it’s very hot. My entize body is covered with 
prickly heat Ammi said. 

Tai Amma began to grumble, ‘Tauba, tauba, the sky has 
mamned copper-red. Damn, it’s raining fire!” 

‘Then suddenly, her tone changed and she began to 
pray, ‘llahi, for the sake of your beloved Mohammad, send 
some tain...rain...send rain for the sake of thirsty souls 
of Karbala... 

Badi Apa said, ‘Bahannu, they say the astrologers have 
predicted that there'll be no rain this year? 

‘Tai Amma instantly countered, ‘No, Bibi, don't say such 
things. May God have mercy!” 

Ammi muttered, ‘Aji, we have landed ourselves in trouble 
by coming here, It was never so hot in the past. Spring is 
almost over and there is no sign of a cloud in the sky? 

‘Ari, Bibi; Tai Amma’s imagination ran wild, ‘this drought 
is nothing compared to that one,,.but you and I were not 
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even born then...Badi Amma used to tell us. about it...the 
tentire monsoon season passed and there was not « deop of 
rain...Ashadh passed by without sain, Sewan was dey, so was 
Bhacon...the sky was copper-ted...the earth was parched... 
the trees pined for a drop of water, cattle bellowed all night 
because of thitst...So, Bibi, that year nota seed sprouted... 
there was famine...everyone frantically called for help... 
the cursed mothers sold their children for a fistfal of gram 
and their daughters for a morsel of food...there was such a 
slaughter of animals that even crows were killed.” 

‘Even crows? Aj, Tai Amma, what are you saying?’ Badi 
‘Apa’ eyes were wide open. 

"Yes, Bibi, crows...’ ‘Tai Amma sounded terrified. 
‘Crows 


i, it was not just an ordinary famine, it was 
agabi-Tahi, a curse of God. When the famine ended, there 
was news of theft every day; robbers struck first in one 
mohalla and then in some village. Ai Mian, as if that wesa’t 
enough, mutiny broke out, The earth trembled. Cannons 
and gunfire reduced huge havelis to rubble, and the people 
who lived in them were left with no shelter. And Mian, Badi 
Amma told us that the fight for Dilli was so ferocious that 
ite wells were filled with rubble and the Jamuna had turned 
red with blood? 

‘Toi Amma was silent for some time, She had strayed into 
such a strange world that her voice failed her. Badi Apa was 
enteanced, There was terror in her eyes, Ammi too was quiet, 
but thea she fidgeted where she sat and tried to break the 
spell Tai Amma had cast on her, ‘Well, what can one say 
about Dilli? ‘That city has the blessings of a Fakir, Ithas been 
ruined many times, but has flourished each time? 
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‘Tai Ammi continued to gaze at Zammit, She was herself 
lost in the spell she had woven, Then she began to fan 
herself and mumbled, ‘Call ita fakir’s blessing or a curse for 
out sins, AILT know is this that in the abode of twenty-two 
saints, no empire has flourished beyond a hundred yeats. 
Every hundred years, the rulers change and the subjects 
ate exiled.’ 

“Thank God!’ Badi Apa was jubilant, as there was a rustle 
of necmleaves and a gentle breeze caressed scorched bodies. 
Suddenly, a shadow passed over the courtyard burnt by the 
setting sun, It was as if che sunlight had acquired fect and 
had quickly climbed up the front wall, reached the terrace, 
slid past the attic on the top floor, and disappeared. 

‘Allah, send some rain!” Badi Apa’s pleading cyes rose 
towards the sky. 

Small patches of clouds drifting in the wind grew 
closer and merged. They continued to float as the parched 
courtyard came alive, The clouds scattered again and the 
sunlight rerurned to the attic slid down the boundary wall, 
descended from wall to wall, and spread once more over 
the coustyard. 

An ildka clatteted to a stop outside the entrance door, 

‘Who could have come in that ikka? Badi Apa 
was surprised, 

Ammi turned to Zamir and said, ‘Go and sce who has 
‘come in that ikka, Then she announced to Badi Apa, "I think 
your brother has come, The lawsuit ended today. 

Zamir got up and walked towards the entrance door, 

Badi Apa was praying nervously, ‘Uahi, have mercy, may 
there be some good tidings!’ 
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When Zamic reached the front doot, Baba was getting 
down from the ikka. His grey hair was covered with dust 
ani his face revealed the fatigue of the journey. Baba paid 
the ikkawallah, handed over the bags to the setvant, and 
walked in to the house with heavy steps. Zamir followed 
him, When he stepped inside the house, all eyes, filled with 
expectation and hope, were taised towards him, Baba took 
outa handkerchief from his pocket, wiped the dust off his 
clothes, cleaned his face, mopped the sweat flowing down 
the nape of his neck, and sat down on the stool. Badi Apa 
came and stood behind him with her fan. 

‘“Bhaiyya, what happened? Tai Amma asked nervously. 

The judgment has been passed? 

Judgment.” 

"The vigorously whirling fan suddenly stopped and then 
began to move intermittently and slowly. There was silence 
for a few minutes except for the sound of the fan in Badi 
‘Apa’s hand which moved slowly. Baba rose and walked 
towards the bathroom. 

‘After a bath, he came out in a chequered tohmat and a 
white vest, sat on the stool, and pulled the freshly prepated 
hugga toward him. Badi Apa, Tei Amma, and Ammi sat, 
dazed like searves. The sun had gone down. Evening shadows 
and a litle sprinkling of weter had awakened the suppressed 
heat of the carth, and steam rose from. the damp earth. 

Baba pulled the hugga a little towards himself and once 
again began to puff at its The Fatigue and anxiety, visible on 
his face when he had got off the ikka, was washed away. The 
Fragrance of the feesh earth and the soothing gurgling sound 
of the huqga were so blissful that his eyes began to droop. 
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‘The music of the hugga and Babs’s closed eyes left 
‘Ammi, Badi Apa, and Tai Amma speechless. Zamir felt 
suffocated in that silence, He wanted to sneak out and 
leave, but he couldn't gather the courage to do so. Finally, 
when he decided to stealthily slip out of that oppressive 
atmosphere, he heard the sound of wailing, Badi Apa had 
been controlling, herself for a long time. She broke down 
and, hiding her head between her knees, began to sob. Baba 
opened his eyes, looked at Badi Apa, closed his eyes once 
again, and the gurgling sound of haqga resumed with the 
same rhythm as before 

‘The people in the haveli slept early that night. ‘The big 
lamp which always burned late into the night, and in whose 
light Baba used to pour over Bade Abba's yellowed, worn- 
out papers in the conrtyard or on the terrace or inside the 
hall, was not lit that evening. 

‘Those who walked past the haveli got the impression 
that everyone had gone out for the night to attend a function. 


Alsnath was desolate, Savan vas dry, and now Bhadon 
too was passing by. Clouds gathered in the sky and drifted 
away; stray clouds, glowing in the sunlight, wandered from 
cone end to the other aimlessly, dirty rags of dark clouds 
merged briefly, threw a veil over the sun, and chased the 
sunshine away from the fields to a place beyond the trees, 
and then vanished; thick clusters of clouds floated in from 
all directions, paused, and then glided past. 

“Today there are clouds in the sky; a passer-by remarked. 

Gandal looked at the sky and said matter-of-factly, Tt 
won't rain’ 

Light and dark clouds passed overhead. There was no 
thunder or rain and the sky was clear once again, 

‘That twittering cry of the sandpiper means it will rain,’ 
‘Tai Amma said optimistically on hearing the sandpiper’s 
long tweets. 

“Tai Amma; Bunni asked, ‘why does a sandpiper twitter 
so loudly? 
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¢ clouds,’ 


‘Bet 
Do the clouds give her water then?" Achhe’s 


begs for water and summons t 


imagination strayed, 

“Yes, the wretched one is very unlucky, She did not 
fetch water for her brother, and so she was cursed and 
turned into a sandpiper. She cannot drink a drop of water 
with her beak. ‘There's a hole in her head; when it rains the 
water drips through it into her parched throat; then she is 
thirsty again? 

The sandpiper kept pleading for water, invoking clouds, 
rattling at noontime, and shrieking in the dead of the 
night, but there was not a drop of rain. ‘The dry, scorching 
afternoons were heavy with dust and the stars at night 
seemed dirty. There was neither min nor a hint of tain— 
neither the pitter-patter of Sawan, nor the heavy showers of 
Bhadon; unlike the year before, when reddish mangoes were 
sold cheaply, there were none this year; there were no berries 
of Bhadon either; there was neither the scent of the damp 
earth nor the stench of the wet garbage heaps. 

Every morning the sky was covered with dust. He woke 
up and walked to his farmland. Baba led and he followed. 
As soon as they entered the fields, Gandal appeared from 
somewhere behind a tree and followed them along a path 
and, coming closer, quietly announced, ‘Sarkar, the hitte 
gourd has withered” 

Gendal and Hira used to wake up at dawn and fetch 
water from the well all day and all night. The sandpiper’s 
twitter and Hira’s singing could be heard in the sweltering 
afternoons, in the still of the night, when the bell tolled in 

the morning, and as the sunlight retreated behind the fitst 
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ridge and then the next; But the eatth remained thirsty and 
in the grip of hot dusty winds, Every day, Gandal announced 
that some crop ot the other had been ruined. 

‘Sackat...the com is destroyed...the ted storm 
raged yesterday? 

Baba rearranged his spectacles, coughed, and said softly, 
“Okay? and walked past the well towards the fields. 

‘Bibi, when I looked out, | saw that the sky was blood 
red like a piece of flesh, and the walls were ted as flames} 
Badi Apa said. She was terrified, “Tai Amma, I’ve never seen 
such a storm in my lifetime!” 

‘No, Bibi, nor have T) Tai Amma replied. ‘Yes, Badi 
Amma used to tell us that before the mutiny, there was such 
storm; the sky was so red that it seemed to drip with blood; 
the walls, the parapets, and the attic were zed, as though 
someone had smeared ted powder on them? 

‘Bahanna, sll T know is this} sorrow had replaced tector in 
Badi Apa’s voice, ‘ever since the foundation of this dam kothi 
was dug, we have faced some calamity of the other every day? 

Tai Amma instantly supported her, ‘You ate sight, 
Chhammo! When Shabbir Hussain had broached the subject 
with Abba Mian, he had refused outright, saying we will not 
touch that land; itis jinxed and it will not flourish.’ 

‘Tai Amma, you are very superstitious!” Ammi said, 
‘Bhai, itall depends on the situation; things go right at times 
and wrong at other times. When it works, you call it luck, and 
when it doesn’t, you say itis jinxed? 

Tai Amma answered, ‘Bahu, neither you nor your 
husband ever listen to us. Alll right, Bibi, we are fools.’ Tai 
Amma began to sulk quietly, 
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Badi Apa’s mind wandered off. As if recalling a drearn, 
she said, ‘Abba Minn had someone else with him. ..I thought 
it was Mit Bu Ali...Abba Mian and Bade Abba looked 
worried.,.then Mir Bu Ali screamed, the haveli’s beam hes 
collapsed...then I woke up? 

‘Tai Amma was shaken. She gazed into the vacant space 
for some time, Then turning to one side, she sighed, ‘Some 
dreams actually come truc? 

‘Tai Amma was quiet after this. No one said anything for 
some time, Arnmi and Badi Apa continued to sit like statves. 

When Tai Amma spoke again, her tone was bitter, ‘Now 
build your damn kothi, the haveli has been lost” 

Tn response, Badi Apa said with a sigh, "Yes Bahannu’ 
She didn't say anything more. The construction of the kothi 
had begun. Visits to the police station and courts were done 
with, Abb2 Mian’s letters wete once egain bundled up and 
carefully locked away in the wooden box full of books. Now, 
Babs’s days were spent at his farmland. Ammi had dragged 
Zamit into this wrangle, ‘Aji, how long will you look after 
everything alone! Consider your age. If you collapse, you'll 
be bedridden for good and will never be able to get up. What 
does Zamir do the whole day at home? Why don't you ask 
him to look after the work?” 

Even if ‘Zamir had stayed back at home, what 
difference would it have made? The veranda was deserted 
all afternoon, the courtyard was hot, and the branches of 
the neem tree either swayed desultorily or droped. Tahsina 
was everywhere—in the veranda, in the courtyard, near 
the Mower bed, But as soon as he caught sight of her, she 
seemed to disappear, Ammi kept a watchful eye on her all 
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the time. Sleeping or awake, ‘Tahsina was conscious that 
‘Animi’s critical eyes followed her, Zammit felt suffocated at 
home. But there was no relief outside either. There were 
gunny bags full of cement all over the place, heaps of red 
grit, and wet mortar which the labourers filed in large metal 
containers and carried on their heads towards the half-built 
walls, They climbed bamboo laddets 10 reach the raised 
platforms, emptied their containers, and returned. And then 
there were the donkeys loaded with sacks full of red-brick— 
rows and cows of them kept coming and going the whole 
day, It seemed as if city was being built, not a small kothi, 
A continuously moving caravan of donkeys, the crushing of 
granite stones for the toad, the music of handsaws at work, 
labourers, and the steadily rising walls—he found the bustle 
jarring and purposeless, 

*Zamit Mian, we can’t make the beams?” 

Why not?” 

‘The old carpenter adjusted his spectacles and said, “The 
logs that arrived yesterday are missing,” 

“The logs are missing?” 

How could the logs be missing? Each and every one 
was questioned. Reprimanded. Labourers left theit work and 
gethered around Zamir. They began to blame each other. 
Then Baba came. The noisy labourers suddenly became 
quiet. Baba asked straightforward questions, One labourer 
answered rudely. Everyone suspected him. He was dismissed. 

“The logs for the beams and the door frames were stolen. 
‘Then there was suspicion that some bricks had disappeared. 
A few gunny sacks of cement too went missing, Whoever 
came within the circle of doubt was dismissed. Thefts 
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continved, and so did the dismiseil of Inbourers, But the 
labourers were all the same, ‘Those clismissed were te. 
employed. They were dismissed again and again snd then 
called Ihack to work, cresting 9 eyele of spite. 

‘Why hasnt the work begun yet?” 

‘Zamir Mian, treasure!’ one Inbourer answered ina 


hushed voice. 

“Treasure? What treasure?” 

‘Aji, there was a metallic sound while we were digging 
near the roots of the neem tree in the veranda, Now everyone 
is digging there...they will ind treasure,” 

‘The labourers dug deeper and deeper near the neem 
tree all through the day. They kept deepening the pit. Those 
who did not participate in the digging sat nearby, wavering 
between hope and doubt. There were cries of amazement at 
every blow of the spade, 

JIn the evening, they found a copper pot filled with coal. 

‘Achrafis turned into co: is 
all a matter of luck and, Bibi, its also about intentions. This 
happened due to the evil eye of some labourer? 

‘The evil eye of the labourer was never neutralised; nor 
was the unpleasantness, 

Zamir felt nervous when the labourers spoke harshly 
and setreated to the shade of the banyan tree near the well. 

Gendal called, ‘Hira, O Hira...Hira, where are you?” 

“Here! 

‘Oye, Chhote Mian has come, bring out the cot! 

“Coming!” 

Hira jumped from embankment to embankment and 
came running, A string cot was placed under the banyan tree. 


Tai Amma mourned. 4 
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How comforted he felt lying uncer its dens 


adel Gandal 
jug out some cow-clung enkes butied under ath, broke them 


with his tongs, filled his chillum, and sat on the edge of the 
cot near Zamir’s feet to smoke his huqga. 

“Zami Mian, Hira said. 

“Yes, what? 

‘When will the kothi be ready?” 

“The construction is going on. It'll be ready soon’ 
‘After that, will all of us live in the haveli?" 

‘Where else?” 

‘And the baveli will be vacant?” 

Gandal, whose eyes were drooping 2s he smoked his 
chillum, opened his eyes, cleared his throat, and passed the 
chillum to His. Then his eyes began to droop again. He 


began to hum: 


“Hina, you masted your njghis in sleep, your days in eating, 
Your life was priceless, you exchanged it for nothing. 


Zamit’s eyes too were drooping and a sweet drowsiness 
‘was spreading through his body when Munshijis- voice 
startled him. 

“Zamir Mian,’ Manshiji sounded nervous. 

He opencd his eyes, “What?” 

‘The well is dry? 

“The well is dry?” He was amazed. 

Yes’ Munshiji said, ‘the well is dry. Where can we get 
water now? The worl has stopped” 

Zamir stood up. He first went to the well where all 
the Idbourers had gathered leaving their work, Some 
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were peeing into the well, Some were sitting in groups 
under @ tree and smoking a huqgs. He decided to go 
back home. 

When he opened the door of the big hall and went in, 
Baba looked at him puzzled and Badi Apa ictitably asked, ‘Ai 
hai, why are you loitering around in such heat? Just Jook at 
his face: it has turned ted? 

Baba ignored Badi Apa and, fixing his gaze on him, 
asked, ‘What has happened?” 

“The work has stopped; he replied in a low voice. 

“Why? Baba urged. 

“The small well is dry’ 

‘How? Badi Apa was startled. 

Her question remained unanswered. He wanted to 
respond, but looking at Baba’s face, he kept quict. 

Baba quietly got up, changed his clothes, put on his 
shoes, and went out. 

The silence broke, 

Tai Amma teased, ‘Ai Zamir, is the stall well really dry? 

‘Yes, Tai Amma! 

‘How?’ Badi Apa wondered. 

‘Because of the heat’ 

‘Because of the head” Tai Amuna taunted. ‘When do 
wells dry in the summer? Afterall, these is a well at the rahat 
also, That has water all-round-the-clock. Why isn't it dey?” 

“Tai Amma; he explained, “This small well was dug for 
temporary use. Itwas kachha and shallow. It dried because it 
has been exceptionally hot? 

She muttered, “Yes, you'll say anything now? 

There was 2 long silence, 
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‘Then Ammi yawned and said, ‘Livery damn thing Is 
going wrong, Nothing seems to get done on time. Each day 


there's a new ctisi 

Neither Badi Apa nor Tai Amma said anything, in 
response, After some time, Tai turned to Badi Apa and 
said, ‘Chhammo, remember when Pirjiwalah’s house was 
being constructed? 

‘Yes; Badi Apa anewered, absent-mindedly. 

“They purchased land with a lot of fanfare? Tai Amma 
said mockingly. ‘God, how they boasted! As though theirs was 
the first house to be buile! The neem tree was chopped down 
and a small well was dug, Disji distributed sweets. Everyone 
in the community was invited to the function. They ate the 
sweets and drank glasses full of water from the well. The water 
was 50 sweet, s0 cool, that I can’t describe it? She paused, and 
then began again, Bibi...on the third day, when the water 
cattier dropped his bucket into the well to draw water, the 
drum crashed to the floor of the well. The well was dey? 

Badi Apa gazed at Tai Amme’s face. 

Amti said thoughtfully, ‘Aji, Tai Amma, it all has to do 
with evil intentions, And those damn Pirjiwalahs are crooks? 

“That is true, Bahu,’ Tai Amma responded, ‘but there are 
also plots of land that never floutish. Pisji tried everything 
he could. He even dug a second well, but there were so many 
problems that the house was never built..At about the same 
time, his grandson, an impressive youth with a broad chest 
and a strong body, fell ill suddenly...and died the same yest! 

Badi Apa was silent. 

Ammi began to reflect and then added morosel 
“Anyway, Tai Amma, don’t say such things. ‘That house was 
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built. [tis so magnificent that no other house in the city can 


match it 


‘Built? Do you call it a home? Tai Amma tesponded 
nonchalantly, ‘When the damn house was built, the family 
was destroyed. The elder son died; the father passed away; 
the younger one somehow survived to complete it. Now, you 
may say that there is nothing to match it, but does it have the 
feathers of Surkhab? Its design is not half as lovely as the 
one Pirji had prepared 

Ammi was speechless. Badi Apa sat quietly. Then she 
temembered that it was time for namaz, 

‘The mortar lying in the open under the scotching sun 
had become solidified. Its upper layer had hardened into a 
crust and had begun to crack. Yellow wasps that used to 
hover over it all day had migrated, Baba gave up the idea 
of another well and started making arrangements for a 
handpump, The construction work stopped. The installation 
of the handpump began, Yellow mortar turned into a dry 
heap. Half-built walls that needed to be moistened frequently 
began to crumble. Masons and labourers who had cartied the 
bricks all day and built the walls left the building unfinished. 
There was a sense of paralysis everywhere. Labourers 
worked near the dry well, and all one could see at first were 
long ison rods tied with a rope stuck in the ground, Then 
the rods disappeared. And, in theit place, a short and squat 
handpump appeared. ‘The pump began to work. Mortar 
was moistened and remixed. Water was sprinkled on the 
half-raised walls again. Even the yellow wasps, which had 
migtated because the ground was stone-dry, came back to 
the swamp near the handpump, 
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The handpump worked ois 


Wr all day, and there was a 
continvous hustle and bustle nent the walls, Zamir sometimes 


kept a watch on the newly built structure and on the rooms 
where the rubble was dumped. At times, when he was sick 
and tired of all the activity, he walked away from the clutter 
cof bricks and stone to sleep under the tranquil shade of the 
banyan tree, lulled into slumber by the soft gurgling sound 
of Gandal’s hugga. 

Hira, you wasted your nights in sleep and your days 
in cating 

‘You: life was priceless, you exchanged it for nothing, 

Hira looked at his cracked feet, his bruised fingers, 
and the palms of his hands chaffed by the rope of the 
well, and said, ‘Gandal, what is God's will? Will it rain 
this time?" 

Gandal coughed and puffed his chillum. 

Hira sat quietly for a while and then began to mutter, 
‘What a Sawan! I haven't sung the Alha even once’ 

Bunni and Ache sneaked out of the haveli and roamed 
zhout all over the fields. They suddenly emerged from 
somewhere and called out, Zamir Bhai, look. We have 
caught a butterfly?” 

‘Butterfly, O butterfly, convey my salam to Allah Mian!” 

‘And mine tool” Achhe added. 

‘Butterfly, O butterfly, convey my salam to Allah Mian 
and Achhe’s too!” 

And the butterfly escaped from the clutches of Bunni’s 
small hands and began to float in the air. 

amie reprimanded them, ‘Why are you wandering, in 


the sun...come here!” 
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Both stopped, looked at exch other, and then tan 
shouting, ‘Zamir Bhai, we are going home!’ 

Bunniand Achhve disappeared fom his sight, and he gor 
back to work, Later, he went to lie down under the shade of 
the banyan tree, Just as his eyes began to close, Bunni and 
Achhe reappeared, This time, they were tertified, 

‘Zamir Bhai, a chameleon” 

“Thetel” Achhe pointed to the khandal tree. ‘On the 
Khandal tree. It turned red when it saw us? 

‘So, you didn't go home?” He glared at them and they 
both froze. 

‘Then Zamir chased them home. ‘They ran across the 
fields, footpaths, barren lands, metalled roads, dusty lanes, 
and small markets; they tan past the water tank and the 
Tal Mandir til they reached the haveli with its scorching 
Courtyard and the deserted veranda with bees hovering in 
2 commer. Zamit’s heart beat rapidly 2s he stepped into the 
house. Then, as he became despondent again, he turned 
around and went back to his fields, 


away 


The construction of the kothi continued intermittently, It 
had to be stopped for a short while, and then begun again. 
Babe's calculations, both about the time and the expenditure, 
were slightly off the mark. 

Tt had already cost more than twice the expected 
amount, and the construction was. nowhere | near 
completion, Zamir’s vacations were about to end. He was 
sceptical about whether he would be allowed to continue 
with his studies or not. While Ammi taunted him or tried 
to provoke him, Baba’s silences were disturbing Ammi 
spoke on different occasions in different tones, but she 
only hatped on one point. Once she told Tai Amana, “Aji, 
‘Amma, studies should end witha BA degree, Why show 
off with an MA? T have been urging him to stop. Now that 
you have done your BA, you will get a job if you are lucky. 
Would a damn MA add some Surkhab feathers?” Sometimes 
she tried to reason with him, ‘Bhsiyya, give up your studies 
and do come useful work. Your father is a pensioner and is 
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old, People pray for a son so that his earnings can support 
them in their old age. But your studies don’t seem to end. 
You are no longer a kid that I have to explain everything 
to you. See for yourself, look at out situation, So much 
money went down the drain on the lawsuit and we ended 
up losing the haveli also, This damn kothi is costing a lot 
of money and will never be finished. There is no income 
other than the pension, How can we continue to pay for 
your studies?” Ammi chided him often, while he quietly 
listened, Baba always remained silent, But then, one day 
he declared, Finish your stadies and get a job!” He dida’t 
preach, plead, or ask hiim for his opinion. He oaly told him 
to leave tight away, collect his certiGeate from the college, 
and go with the letters of recommendation he had himself 
written to meet a few officers who were obliged to him 
and ask for a job. Bat suddenly, Ammi remembered chat 
they had to shift to the kothi, and one man alone could 
not do it, That made sense to Baba. Zamir’s departure was 
postponed by a couple of days, and they began shifting to 
the new house even before it was completed. 

Zamnir didn’t sleep tll ate that night, Tai Amma finished 
her Isha prayers before lying down on the cotin the middle 
of the courtyard. Achhe and Bunni demanded that she tell 
them a story. She began to tell them a story about an exiled 
prince and an unfortunate princess, Before the story reached 
its end, Bunni had dozed off. Then Achhe’s eyes too began 
to droop, Tai Amma continued with her story and, when her 
listeners started snoring, she too went to sleep, Usually, Baba 
‘was always relaxed at night, He would sit quietly on a stool in 
his tahmat and muslin kurta and smoke his hugga for such 
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along time that Zamic would never get to know when he 
moved to his cot and went to sleep. But tonight Zamir was 


still awalke when Baba put his hugga aside, lay down on his 


cot, and went to sleep. Tahsina quietly got up, reduced the 
flame of the lantern, and went back to her cot. The night 
was humid. The stars, which had earlier looked like dirty, 
dust-covered discs, suddenly sparkled. At last, Badi Apa too, 
who had been sitting in the same posture on her mat since 
the Isha prayers, telling her beads, got up. The low ‘lame in 
the lantern was about to go out. She quickly moved forward 
and raised the wick, but the flame began to splutter, She 
picked up the lantern and shook it to see if it had enough oil. 

She called out, “Tahsinal” 

"Yes! 

‘Bibi, dide’t you put oil in the lantern?” 

q 


) Tahsina paused and added hesitantly, bat there 
was very little oil in the bottle’ 


Badi Apa pur the lantern back on the stool and began 
to grumble, ‘Now, we'll spend the whole nightin the dark. 


“The night was pitch-dark, cool, and moist; unblemished 
by the light from the lantern. A dust-free, stainless, dark 
night, Tai Amma was snoring. Badi Apa too dozed off, 
Heavy with sleep, Zamic’s eyes began to shut. 

When his eyes opened, he saw the same morning, 
routine—Badi Apa sitting on her chowki, reciting in 
het poignant, heart-rending voice, ‘Maula Ali, Wakil Ali, 
Badshah Ali?” 

His eyes began to shut once again. He felt as though the 
sound of lamentation was coming from somewhere beyond 
the houndary of sleep: 
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It not my practice to give sermons or preach 

Bat I have beard you ave compassionate, 

My means are few and my work bas stopped, 

Bud, O Maula, my beart has gathered all its strength, 
Because you are obliging, O Mushkil Kusha Alé 
Maula Al, Wakil Al, Badsbab Al. 


Ammi shook him, ‘Zamir, get up. At least on days when 
there is work, you should get up carly. Sleeping daily till 
twelve o'clock...like some damn opium addict?” 

He jumped up and got to his feet. When he looked 
around, the courtyard seemed transformed. All kinds of old 
and new junk, which had been locked in the halls and rooms, 
was now piled up in the courtyard. 

Bade Abba’s drawing-room door was also open. Zamir 
saw the red and grey chillums, carved with fine lattice work 
in gold and yellow, neatly laid out in rows, There was a thick 
layer of dust on them. A dazzling brass spittoon and awalking 
stick in the shape of Urdu letter ‘Lam stood in a corner, 
He noticed the long and broad wooden cot covered with a 
sparkling white sheet, a rug, and a bolster pillow. An unlit 
hugga stood next to the bed. A heavy cloth-fan with frills 
hung from hooks fixed on the wooden beams on the roof. It 
seemed as though Abba Mian would wall: in any time, recline 
on the bolster, and the cloth-fan would begin to swing again 
till every comer of the drawing room became cool. 

“Tai Amma,’ Badi Apa said sortowfully, ‘It seems as 
though Abba Mian has just gone out for a while to the 
mosque! Badi Apa’s voice was choked, She grew quiet. Her 
eyes filled with tears, She went out silently, 
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A wealth of other things had emerged from the dark 
rooms, cellars, and locked boxes, and were heaped in the 
courtyard: rusted vessels, mouldering papers which had not 
seen sunlight for ages, old, moth-eaten clothes which fell 
apart at the slightest touch, and souvenirs and memorabilia 
of ancestors which had been locked up in wooden boxes 
for generations and whose caretakers and descendants had 
never seen them. 

‘Ai, Badi Apa, what’s wrong with you? Ammi came 
out to inspect the hall and small rooms. Her hair, face, and 
clothes were all covered with dust and wet with sweat. She 
was surptised to see Badi Apa sitting comfortably, ‘Ai, Badi 
‘Apa, what's wrong with you? You are sitting as though there 
is no work Why don't you take care of your luggage? When 
will it be packed and when will it be carted away? 

Bibi, why bother about me? You take care of your own 
luggage,’ Badi Apa whimpered. 

‘Ai hai, what's happened now?” Ammi snapped 

What can happen’? Badi Apa tried to sound casual, but 
hee tone betrayed a tinge of disappointment and protest. 
"You pack your luggage and send it? 

‘And what about yours?” Ammi asked irsitably. 

‘My things will not go’ 

Why?” Amami was stanned. 

Baba was standing near the pile of luggage and arranging 
it, He turned around to see what was happening. He walked 
up to them quietly. 

Ammi instantly appealed to him, Ji, do you hear? Badi 
Apa cays her luggage will not go.” 

“Why?...What’s the matter, Badi Apa?” 
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‘L will not go) Badi Apa declared firmly. 
Ammi was quiet. Then Baba asked gently, ‘But why, 


after all?” 
*You can't force me. You go. May Allah bless you in your 


house! I will aot go.” 
“Tai Amma, do you see?” Ammi appealed to Tai Amaa 
for justice. 

‘Tai Amma admonished Badi Apa, ‘Ai, Chhammo! What's 
the matter with you? How can you decide not to go! What'l 
you do here alone? Break your head against the wall? 

Ammi promptly added, ‘And who is going to let you stay 
here alone?” 

‘Aji, what difference will it make if T stay here? Tahsina 
will go to some stranger's home, It's only 4 matter of 
days. Let Bhai Buniyad Ali come, I will have her nikah 
performed and send her away. As for Bunni, she is attached 
to Tai Amma and can go with her. That leaves only me. 
T'll request the new occupants to let me linger on in a 


cell here? 

‘Badi Apa, why ate you talking like an idiot?” Ammi 
tried to reason with hes. ‘Say something that makes sense. 
When you have your own house, why burden others? Don’t 
humiliate your own brother” 

Badi Apa refused to budge. Ammi, Tai Amma, and Baba 
were silent. Ammi turned and addressed him, ‘Zamir, go and 
get Badi Apa’s things’ 

‘No, don’t take my luggage? Badi Apa said firmly. 

‘But why?’ Baba asked with the same firmness, 

‘Lwill not leave this place’ Badi Apa decided to confront 
Baba too, 


Day and Dastan 


‘But why won't you go? What's the reason? Baba was 
impatient now. 

‘Lwon’t go” Badi Apa fumed, but the very next moment 
sounded sad. ‘Now only my dead body will leave the have... 
Abba Mian closed his eyes here; 1 100,.." Badi Apa broke 
into tears, 

Baba quietly slipped away, went back to the piled up 
luggage, and began to arrange it. 

“Zamit? 

"Yes?" 

‘One pushcart has been loaded. You go along with it? 

When he went out, a pushcart was actually at the door 
loaded with luggage. Bunni and Achhe impatiently walked 
up to the pusheart driver, urged him to move, and then ran 
to the other side of the cart and tried to push it with all their 
might Their faces turned red, but the cart did not move. At 
Zamir’s request, the cart driver pushed the cart loaded with 
luggage tied down with ropes, and moved out of the haveli, 

Rows of carts carried luggage from the haveli to the kothi 
all day. Luggage from the haveli was unloaded in the veranda 
and in the rooms of the kothi in which the cement on the walls 
hhad not yet dried. Ache and Bunni walked like leaders before 
each psheart and, as it drew near the kothi, they ran ahead 
to announce its artival. Zamir impatiently dragged the little 
leaders out of the way and helped to unload the casts, Bunn 
and Acbhe led the procession of carts, butat times they a.up 
the stairs of the kothi and stood on the terrace to announce 
their attival as they crawled across the fields, ‘Zamit Bhai, a 
cart is coming? When the cart atrived, they ran down from the 
terrace to welcome it, Leaders, announcers, receptionists— 
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and then, bored with all this business, they chased a butterfly 
which fluttered up in the air and disappeared, 

“The luggage was piled so high that it almost touched 
the roof of the veranda: tables, chairs, bedposts, string cots, 
large trunks, locked wooden boxes, hal-wound recls of rope, 
large vessels, small pots, a long bamboo stick, odd wooden 
legs and boards, spools of tape, a sagging string co, empty 
canisters, old and new tin cans, metal containers dented 
out of shape, and an empty boot-polish box with a parrot 
painted on it—useless perhaps, but very much a part of the 
Tuggsge. Zamir began to fee! claustrophobic. It seemed as 
if the luggage would fall over his head. He walked out and 
‘went towards the well. The well was silent. The pulleys were 
motionless. The bulls sat lazily on one side. Gandal was 
sitting under the banyan tree smoking his huqga. 

‘Gandal, didn’t you draw water from the well today? 

‘No, Mian, Gandal said. ‘The rats and birds made a hole 
in the bucket, Hira has gone to get it welded.” 

Gandal got up-and brought a cot for Zamir. ‘Chote 
Mian, sit!” 

Zamir sat down. Gandal brought some dung-cakes, 
broke them into pieces with iron tongs, and filled the chillum. 
‘Then he came and sat at Zami’s feet. 

“Zamir Mian, when ate you leaving?” 

‘Tomorrow? 

Gandal was lost in thoughts, He puffed his chillum and 
said, ‘Zamir Mian, if by chance you become a deputy there, 
send for Gandal to be with you? 

Zamir didn’t reply. Gandal too didn’t expect any. His 
eyes, though dreamy, had not closed. He said sadly, ‘Chhote 
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Mian, my body does not have any strength left Sec, my flesh 
‘now hangs loose from the bones, Abba Mian is no more, else 
Td have got a pension... this body is of no.use now it’s just a 
cage of brittle clay...a little more pressure and it'll crumble? 
He grew quiet as his gaze shifted to the green fields in the 
west to watch the play of light and shade—sunlight racing 
ahead and shadows following. A thin layer of clouds spread 
over the ficlds. Beyond the.sunlit fields, there was a group 
of bare-bodied urchins, Their faces were painted black and 
they catsied small sticks which they banged on the ground as 
they sang loudly: 


Black sticks, yellow sticks 

A cowie shall zeta good harvest 
Clonids will come, rains wil fall 
Al cowie will turn into dist 
And swater flow te the harvest 


“There are clouds in the sky; it seems it will rain this time? 
‘There was a mixture of hope and doubt in Gandal’s voice. 

Gandal kept gazing at the sky for a long time. He said 
sceptically, ‘They are rising from the east. Who knows if they 
will bring rain?” Then he turned to watch Bunni and Achhe 
on the terrace of the new kothi. 

“Butterfly, convey my salar to Allah Mian! 

‘And mine too; Achhe added. 

“Butterfly, butterfly, convey both salaams to Allah Mian!” 
As Bunni released the butterfly, it floated up toward the sky. 

Gandal grumbled, “These children create such a racket. 
‘Then he shouted, ‘Hey children, stay away from the parapet!” 
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Bunni and Achhe moved away from the parapet and 
disappeared. But soon after, two small heads peeped over 
the parapet again, before vanishing, 

Gandal began to smoke his chillum, He kept gazing at 
the fields beyond. Then, as sleep seemed to overpower his 
entire being, he sang sofily and sadly: 


Hira, on mated your nights in seep, your days in eating 
our lif was priceless, yom exchanged it for nothing. 


Zamie sat, lost in his thoughts for a long time, He had left 
Badi Apa behind in the haveli. She was weeping, He had only 
caught a glimpse of Tzhsina from a distance 2s the rooms 
were being vacated. She seemed sad and lost... He got up in 
a hurry and walked towards the kothi where the luggage was 
still being unloaded. ‘The day was coming to.an end and a lot 
of luggage had yet to be shifted. A row of carts continued 
to artive, They creaked up, stopped, and offloaded their 
burden and went back noisily to bring back more lngeage 
Was it a haveli which was being vacated or a city? He became 
anxious, What would happen if everything did not arrive by 
the evening? He had to leave the next day. He began to think 
about his departure, For him, the haveli was like a fragrance 
from the past which had begun to fade like a dream, Now, 
his mind was focused on the journey abesd, 
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The Thunder of Rivers 
“Adalat Ali passed the hugga to Hakim Ali, yawned, and seid, 
‘Hakim Ji, the nights have become longet.” 

Hakim Ji took a puff and seplied, ‘The nights will get 
longer now. The weather is changing” 

‘Winter has almost arrived, Hakim Ji 

*Yes, with the new moon, people will have to move their 
cots indoors to sleep. Already, the water feels cold when I 
wake up for my faje prayers and perform wazu? 

Ghani interjected, ‘Hakim Ji, it hes been a long time 
since we heard a dastan from you’ 

Siddique and Nasir agrecd, “Yes, Hakim Ji it has been 


really long? 
Hakim Ji sighed and replied, ‘Friends, I've now become 
adastan myself? 
‘All of them fell silent. Adalat Ali spoke, ‘Hakim Ji, when 


did we leave home” 
‘Mian, a long time ago! Why recall those days? We left 


when the rains were almost over! 
‘And when did the riots begin?” Ghani asked, 
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Adalat Ali replied, ‘Mian, there were riots in June? 

Hakim Ji took a deep breath and said, ‘Mian, T have no 
regrets except for the loss of the dastans I hed collected — 
such dastans that made TiliwreHoshriba seem like dust 
in comparison,’ 

Siddique once again insisted, ‘Hakim Ji, it has been a 
long time since we heatd a dastan’ 

“Mian, all the dastans were left behind in Hindustan, Why? 
My entire library of dastans was looted; pages were torn and 
scattered; destroyed like the houses during the mutiny? 

Everyone fell silent after that. Hakim Ji continued to 
smoke the hugga with his eyes shut. Then, he turned the 
nozzle towards Ghani and said, ‘Friends, dastans were left 
behind in Hindustan—ooted, Now only their memories 
linger. How can I tell a dastan when I don't remember any? T 
can recall only a piece here or a bit there, like a dream. T get 
lost in them, But, I can still recall one real dastan. Would you 
like to heat it? Mian Adalat Ali, do you remember the fakir 
who used to sit in front of my shop and shout: The waters 
of the Narmada soas, the streams of the Ganga roa?” 

"Yes, yes, I remember! 

‘Hie was not a fakit? 

Really!” 

"Yes. He was not a! fakie. Friends, September is an 
agonising month. Two seasons meet like two eras and part. 
In that month, he used to suddenly go wild with frenzy 
and scream at night: The waters of the Narmada roar, the 


streams of the Ganga roat! 
‘I tried every possible treatment, but in vain. His 


condition did not improve, That incident mace me lose faith 
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in my ability to cure. When that fakir saw the state T vas in, 
he laughed loudly in front of the patients sits 
and mocked: © foolish hakim, © naive doct 


tor, whom are 
you trying to cure? 'm not mad, though madness is upon 


me. | was at first bemused, but later I began to pay attention 
to him. He sat down before me and told a dastan of such 
insight that everyone in the shop was in awe? 


ing in my shop 


Hakim Ji. puffed his huqga, cleared his throat, and 
resumed, "Friends, listen carefully with your eare open and 
draw some lessons from it. This is a story of a bygone eta, 
a dastan of lost cities—those streets and lanes have passed 
into lore now, theit inhabitants have turned racn to dust 
But if you think about it, you'll also recognise it as a tale 
of today; once again, our cities are being destroyed by the 
violence of the British and the changing colours of the sky. 
Our havelis are being reduced to rubble even now. The faith 
of the city is shaken once again and its people cither lie 
buried or are homeless. 

So friends, that fakir sat before me and, addressing all 
those present there, began his heart-rending dastan thus: 
‘Those who know, know; let those who don't know, know 
now that Iam Samand Khan, son of Arjumand Khn, son of 
Rahavand Khan—a humble sepoy in the ferocious regiment 
of Salat-c-Azam, Bakht Khan. The British have tried their 
best 10 erase the name of that valiant lion and throw 4 veil 
of anonymity over his acts of valour. But can one hide the 
sun? The fame of his bravery still resonates from Hind to 

Syria and Rome. And, in evety basti, his army passes through 

from Bareilly to Dilli, and men sweat by his name. On winter 

nights, when bonfires ace lit in village seyunres, dastans of his 
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biavery ignite a flame in every heart and make the blood in 
every vein boil with anget; old grandmothers tell stories of 
his valiant deeds to children and young women sing songs 
for his return, 

Friends, Dilli rained us. All the paths fiom Bareilly to 
Dilli bear witness to why we rose like a raging storm in 
Barcilly and swept towards Dilli. Forests were devastated; 
mountains were crushed under the hoofs of our horses. Our 
army trampled across hills and desests, dug up orchards, 
gardens, and fields, and broke over Dilli like a storm. But the 
Janes of Dilli were like the tangled tresses of a beloved. The 
Mughals betrayed my honourable master. Each morning, 
wwe buckled our swords for battle; but every evening, we 
put them aside. But that inauspicious city was marked for 
destruction. I clearly remember that evety moriing I used to 
hear a fakir sing fom somewhere behind my tent: 


Parrot, apyna are nelling but dust 
Cowie, paiva are nothing but dast 
King and subjects are nothing but duct 


Dilawar Khan used to tremble with fear whenever he heard 
the fakir. Many a time, he drew his sword and ran out of the 
tent to behead him, but he never could find the fakir: 

But something strange happened that morning, The 
fakir did not sing, The city was almost silent, We were 
getting armed for battle when Bakht Khan's voice startled 
us: Dilawar Khan! 

Dilawar Khan reverentially walked towards him, 

Bakht Khan showed him his ring. 
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‘Tervified, Dilawar Khan was speechless, 

Tiriends, deat ftiendst You should know that Bakht Khan 
wore a ring with a precious turquoise stone. Many a battle he 
had won with its help. Every morning, 2s soon as he woke 
‘up, Bakht Khan always looked at that stone before he armed 
himself. That day, when he looked at his singin the morning, 
the stone was cracked. 

A little later, someone stood at the entrance of the tent 
A chobeder, looking hassled and wortied, entered and said 
Huzoor, news has just arrived that the Emperorhas deserted 
the fort, 

Friends, the Mughals had betrayed my honourable 
master. T distinclly remember that day, as though it had 
happened yesterday. Bakht Khan was encamped at Emperor 
Humayun’s tomb. We were standing in rows outside the tomb 
with our swords drawn, hoping that thete would be a battle 
that morning, our wishes would be fulfilled, znd those made 
of dust shall return to dust: Our battalion was smouldering 
with rage like a pan over fire, and every soldier was sizaling 
with anger like hot oil. Suddenly, Bekht Khan, seething with 
indignation, came out. His face was red with ary; he was 
sputtering with anger; he stomped the ground as he walked 
with such force that we were terrified and thought that the 
earth would crack and Humayun’s tomb cave in, 

But Dillihad yet to see some mozebatiles,and Humayun’s 
tomb was to stand witness to more horrors, Bakht Khan. 
Put his fect in the stirrup and mounted his horse. ‘Then he 
‘firmed to us and said: O illustrious companions! My loyal 
Soldiers! We have been betrayed. Bravery and courage have 
patted feom the house of Timur, The city has lost its sense 
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of pride; its sense of honour has been ernsed. Now this city 
is doomed. Let us leave this city. It has led us to defeat; it 
has destroyed Bakht Khan; it has blemished the triumphant 
pride of Bakht Khan. The Shabjahani fort is shaken and is 
Preparing for its ruin. The land of Shahjahan may not have 
us, but the land of Allah is wide open, Let us leave these vast 
plains. Let us move to the hills, Brave men fight in the plains, 
but meet a challenge in the hills. 

My esteemed friends, if you can listen without losing 
control over your emotions, then listen to this excmplary 
tale. [twas dusk when we left Dill After a day's journey, we 
were exhausted. The sun had set in the west and darkness 
spread over the waters of the Jamuna, Shadows crept over 
the parspets and towers of the Shabjahani fort. Far from 
the city walls, the ramparts, and the domes of the fort, we 
caught the last glint of sunlight over the tall Qutub Minar 
before it disappeared like a fading sta, My honourable 
friends, darkness covered the battlements and fortifications 
Of the city: The walls of the fort were silent like painted 
pictures. The canons on the tatrets, which, tll the other day, 
were booming and spitting fire on the enemy, were silent. We 
heard cannon fire from a distance—perhaps, the cannon at 
the Lahori Gate was still active. 

By the time we left Dilli, it was night, ‘The paths were 
Jost in the darkness. Indeed, the darkness had so engulfed 
us that we could not even see our own hands, But the surge 
of Bakht Khan's regiment had broken all batriers. No one 
could hold back its onward march now, The torchbearers 
were ordered to come forward; torches were lit, The dark 
forest, the blazing flames of the torches, sparks emanating, 


0 


Day anid Dastan 


from the hoofs of gzlloping hotses—our caravan blazed 
like Mars and rushed through the dense night, Tearing 
through the dark and cleaving the bosom of forests, Bakht 
Khan's regiment marched on under the veil of the night 
and covered a lot of distance, No one could tell what time 
it was, but the night was virtually past when Bakht Khan 
reined in his horse and asked: Friends, what place have we 
reached? Dumbstruck, we too reined in our horses and 
looked at each other, for none of us knew our location 
or had 2 clue about whether we were marching along a 
straight path or had strayed from it. Then, Bakht Khan said: 
© warriors! O brave-hearts! It is not wise to advance any 
further in this darkness without a plan. It is not prudent to 
tisk our lives knowingly, We should now halt, rest a while, 
sleep, and think about where we are and in which direction 
we should proceed, Be thankful to the veil of the night that 
hhas hidden us from the eyes of our enemy, When morning 
comes and the news of our escape reaches our enemy, all 
hell will break loose. 

Ac this, we dismounted from our horses and tested in 
that teacherous wilderness where nothing was visible except 
the tall, dark trees. What a wretched state we were in when 
we had set out from Dillil We did not even have the bare 
minimum required for the journey. Samand Khan had never 
been unnerved in any was, no matter how fierce the fighting 
was, But tonight, after tying his horse to a tree, when he 
lay on the bare ground with his saddle under his head for 
a pillow, the naked sky above him for a roof, and infinite 
shadows of dark trees surrounding him, he found himéelf 
insignificant in comparison. 
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Beyond the wildemess of countless tives lay the vast 
sky where a procession of innumerable torchbearers, led by 
the planet Mars, was in progress. Suddenly, a star fell and 
a wail of light blazed across the sky, 28 though a well-built 
soldier had fallen from his horse in the battlefield, and, by 
and by, the news had spread, We had camped in the dark 
forest, but the procession of stars in the sky continued, At 
that moment, I felt as if an army of stars was passing by 
and the field of the sky was about to become clear once 
again, Who knows why, my heart began to beat faster at that 
thought and I closed my eyes. As soon as I closed my eyes, | 
‘was overpowered by sleep and all the frightening trees in the 
forest and the infinite stars in the sky slowly turned into dust. 

When the morning star rose'in the sky, we decided to 
march on, I went to wake up Bakht Khan, buthe was already 
dressed. He looked disturbed. Dilawar Khan stepped up 
and asked: My honourable master! Why do you look so 
troubled today? 

He answered: Dilawar Khan, I once had a strange dream 
which did not let me sleep. Ie troubled me again last night. 

When we heard this, we became anxious and asked: 
© master, blessed with God's grace! What-was that dream 
which has made our master restless and us anxious? 

Bakht Khan replied thus; © my deat friends, my loyal 
companions! The dream was something like this) 1 saw 
Bakht Khan alone in a vast desert; sepatated from his array; 
his soldiers left behind. Then, I saw a tower blazing like a pile 
of burning embers, Its plinth was like a whirling millstone. L 
could not look at the tower, for all I saw were flames swirling 
up from the bosom of the earth and rising to the spherical 
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sky. At first, I was scated and thought, Oh Godl What 
workshop of dreams is this! But the very next ‘moment, I 
suid to myself Fear is against the code of chivalry. shouteds 
Ya Ali! Then, I spurzed my hotse forwa 
towards the tower. Strangely 


What unfolded before me no 


itd and rode slowly 
the spinning wheel stopped. 


yw was a completely different 
scene—T saw a huge and wide millstone; and, 


standing on 
top of the millstone, 


I saw a tower made entirely of red 
stone. There was a dome on top of the tower with a huge 
drum in it. Beside the drum lay a spear. ©, my dear friends, 
my loyal companions! At that point an idea crossed my 
mind. I decided to climb up to thar dome, beat the drum, 
and witness the spectacle of God's miracles. The sound of 
the drum from that height would resonate far and wide and 
teach the heavens, When it falls on the eats of Balt Khan's 
soldiers wandering in the jungles and the bastis without their 
companions, they would turn ia the ditection of the sound. 
Just as I decided to act, a voice rose from the tower: O fool, 
have some mercy on your youth! Stay away from this ery 
tower. This is a perilous game of life and death. In this game, 
you must tisk your life; your very existence may be erased! I 
took those words as a challenge. It was degrading, and against 
my code of chivalry to retrace my steps. I said to myself: all 
living things are inferior to the son of Adam. Reckless and 
arrogant, I entered the tower. That tower, which glowed like 
an ember outside, was dark, dreary, and hot inside. There 
were winding stairs, which became even mote forbidding as 
the millstone on the plinth began to spinas soon as I stepped 
on it, My friends, at that moment, I became aware of my 


frailty. I began to cry inconsolably. What a run of fortune! 
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Bakht Khan, who always thought he was the bravest of all, 
who could challenge the mightiest and the most valiant of 
‘men in war, was being ground in the mill of time; ancl, even 
though he was a soldier, he risked being killed without a fight 
and without a purpose. Suddenly, what did I see! The entire 
desert began to reverberate with the sound of a galloping 
horse. A rider, dressed in green, with a sheathed sword 
hanging from his waist, rode into the tower, His face was 
covered with a veil. As soon as he stepped inside, the tower 
stopped spinning, the staircase became visible, and I woke 
up from my sleep, 

‘Then Bakht Khan fell silent, The soldiers were engulfed 
by doubt and anxiety. I suddenly remembered the words of 
My ancestors and I respectfully submitted: O my worthy 
master, forgive my impudence! Ie was not a dream; it was 
a revelation, 

Bakkht Khan taised his head with great dignity, looked at 
me, and asked: Why? 


The Story of the Shershahi Tower 

I sat there respectfully and said: O, gracious mastes! T am 
Samand Khan, son of Arjumand Khan, son of Rabavand 
Khan, and I come from a very exalted family whose lincage 
goes back to Shershah Suri. I heard from my grandfather, 
who had heard it from his grandfather, that out ancestor 
Hazrat Shershah Susi had hammered a tower like a nail in 
the bosom of the earth, This was his last victory on earth. 
©, my gracious master, and O, companion of my actions! 
The conqueror of the earth, Hazeat Shershah Suri, treated 
this earth like a ball—he played with it, threw it up in the 
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air, and caught it as he willed, He mapped and measuted 
the entire land of Hind and linked it with roads in such a 
way that tll today Calcutta and Peshawar are connected by a 
single road. Itis said that once, as the army of Shershah was 
passing through the centre of the earth, and distances were 
reduced to dust, the earth reverberated with the thunder of 
galloping horses, which even reached the ears of the cow 
that holds up the eatth on its horns, Suddenly, a vision of a 
featful desert arose before the army: The sand wat burning 
red and the surface of the earth thtobbed like a heart. The 
horses stopped. The tiders were alarmed. Hazrat Shershah 
tied hard to spur his horse forward, but the horse, which 
treated the spheres of the universe like dust under its hoofs, 
refused to budge. The sagacious vizier nervously advised: 
Jahanpanah, steer clear of this perilous route and take some 
other path! Hazrat Shershah becanie furious and answered: 
It is nor worthy of a brave warrior to retrace his steps; it 
is not becoming of fearless conquerors of the eatth to be 
awed by treacherous paths. It is against the nature of our 
horse to retreat as it just did, Surely, there is some mystery 
behind this, The code of chivalry demands that the knot of 
this mystery be disentangled and the truth about this spot on 
the earth be revealed. 

So, the army of Shershah camped in that fearful desert 
and made every effort to discover its. ‘The soldiers tried for 
evo days, bur could not find a clue to its mystery, On the 
third day, his majesty decided to solve the mystery himself 
He mounted his horse, which had subdued the entire 
earth, and swore: Come what may, I will surely conquer the 


desert today. 
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He wns about to spur his hotse forward, when an elderly 
man appeared from nowhere, caught hold of the ceins of 
the horse, and said: Oh Shetshab, tefiain from your plant 
Have some mercy on your subjects! All the kings whe have 
entered this desert in the past have lost theit empires; theit 
subjects have been exposed to misery; their wealth and 
country has been ruined, 

Sheeshah asked: What was the teason for that calamity? 

That'wise man replied: O, subjugator of regions! O, 
conqueror of the world, this place is the centre of the earth, 
Iris right in the middle of the two horns of the cow that 
supports the earth, This heart of the earth is an area of woe 
and suffering. It challenges those who play with danger and 
defeats them, The fame of the wartior, who subdues this 
piece of the carth and holds it in his fist, will spread far 
and wide, and his erapire will expand from the Himalayas to 
‘Vindhyachal and from there to Raskumari. 

Provoked, my forefather thought, now that I have 
set out on the conquest of the world, why falter, why 
withdraw midway? He invoked the blessing of Butatab 
and flung his spear with such force that it hit the centre of 
that desert. As a result, and quite mystetiously, the tremor 
in the desert stopped. My forefather then commanded: 
Let us commemorate out victory! Build a tall tower with 
a dome at the centre of the desert! Place a big drum in 
that dome! Whenever the drum is struck, its sound shall 
resound throughout the world, announcing the victory 
of Shershah! 

Renowned and skilled architects wete summoned from 
far and wide to design the tower. The tower, with seven 


ry 


Day ond Dastans 


Alors and seven stairs, rose up to the sky. A dome was 
built above the seventh floor and a drum with a stick was 
pliced in it. Then began a long wait for the auspicious time 
when the drum would announce Shershah’s might. While 
wwe waited, something else was unfolding on the other side. 
Suddenly, a cloud of dust rose from the west and we heard 
the sound of galloping horses. When the dust settled a 
little, we saw waves of Rajput soldiers surging towards us, 
ready to take us by surprise. Shershah’s army braced itself 
at once and broke like 2 calamity over the raging tempest 
of Rajput soldiers and chased the enemy away. But alas, 
while chasing the enemy, Shershah’s army strayed so far 
aficld that it lost sight of the tower. Then the rival army: 
regrouped, restored order, and a ferocious battle followed. 
But the tower was lost from sightand the sun of Shershah’s 
life was ready to set. 

T beard it from my forefather, who heard it form his 
forefather that, as our venerable ancestor, Hazrat Shershah, 
lay dying, he informed his followers that when the sound 
of the drum from the Shershahi tower fell on theit ears, 
they should know that the one who will fulfil Shershah’s 
aspirations had been born. They should go and join his army. 
©, gracious master! O, companions in my quest! The vision 
of that tower in your dream indicates that we shall soon hear 
the sound of the Shershahi drum. 

When Bakht Khan heard the interpretation of his dream, 
he asked: My friend, in which direction lies that tower and 
how many days will it take to reach it? 

T humbly answered: O, gracious master, 1 have heatd it 
from my forefather who heard it from his forefather that in 
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the north-west about a year’s journey ahead, there is a dease 
forest. Beyond that dense forest, thete is a black rivet, and 
beyond that black tiver there isa thorny desert: The sky-high 
tower stands in that desert. 

Upon hearing what this humble soul had said, Bakhe 
Khan turned to his soldiers and proclaimed: O, my illustrious 
companions, my Joyal warriors! Surely, Shershah made the 
land yield to his design; he tamed the wild distances; but 
he failed to contain the river of time. Without time, this 
globe is nothing but dry grass. ‘Time abandoned Shershah 
and reclaimed the earth from his clutches. The heart of 
the earth once again throbs as it used to, and the Shersbahi 
tower spins like a millstone. The Grand ‘Trunk Road he built 
{groans under the feet of the British army. Dalhousie’s steam 
trains ran on its wounds, The sarais built by Shershah are 
deserted, the water tanks are dry, and the wells are either 
polluted o covered with dust of are filled with corpses. The 
trees lining the Grand Trunk Road no longer cast any shade 
or provide shelter to travellers, They now stand witness to 
the humiliation of princesses with delicate bodies, as they 
are unveiled, bound, and dragged in heavy iron chains. They 
see the horror and sing dirges to the grandeur of those 
who planted the tees. Friends, the cruel twists and turns 
of time betrayed Shershah. The rows and rows of prisoners 
‘on Shershahi roads call out to the heirs of Shershah. My 
soldiers! Listen to their voices, cut those barbed wires, and 
return the greenery and the shade to those trees, ‘Today we 
survive to fight; fame and honour are out destiny; our fight 
is against time. Retreat would bring disgrace: rurn back the 
tide of time! Stop the spinning of Shershab's tower! Let 
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the drum be struck; let Shershah’s name resound in all the 
four corners of the univetsel ‘Take hold of the reins of your 
horses and cover the distance of a yeat in a few months! 
This is your first battle against those who have subjugated 
the earth and conquered the work! 

Then, Bakht Khan, burning with rage, mounted his 
horse, which was as powerful as the sea, and rode like the 
wind. I felt as though a fierce storm had risen in the sky. 
‘The gathered soldiers also mounted their horses. The earth 
shook, the forests were ruined, and the deserts trampled. Tt 
was as though an earthquake had struck. The earth was split 
into two. Friends, what a strange journey it was! The hody 


of our horses defined the circumference of our existence. 
The rhythms of day and night collapsed. ‘The line between 
morning and evening was erased. ‘The division of minutes 
and seconds was obliterated. Haw could they stand against 
the flow of time! We were only aware of our horses and 
our bodies. 

‘Aswe rode, we came to a dense forest. The moment we 
rode into the forest, it became dark. We saw strange birds 
and animals, Theis cries were so terrifying that the bravest 
of our warriors turned pale, and the most lion-hearted of 
our soldiers lost courage. At that moment, Bakht Khan's 
imposing voice resonated through the army: Warriors, today 
we live to fight; holding back would be a disgeace, Our battle 
is with time, Retreat would be shameful. 

Hearing these words, the soldiers gathered courage; the 
horses charged forward once again with such speed that all 
those uncanny noises were reduced to dust under the sound 
of the galloping hoof. 
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The Story of the Dark River 
Somchor, Wwe managed to etoss that dense forest, But it 


was still pitch-datk, The dark river was flowing swiftly, Its 


waves rose like glittering swords and dazzling daggers in 


the dark night; and friends, the sound of its roasing waters 
was eerie! Let it be known that it had tained heavily that 
year, All the sivers of Hind were inundated. When we 
ctossed Ghaziabad at night, we heard a strange chant from 
somewhere far away: ‘The waters of the Narmada roar, the 
streams of the Ganga roar, 

Bekht Khan asked: Friends, what strange chant is that 
which makes our hearts heat faster and the blood in our 
veins freeze? Is it a celestial announcement or the news of 
adisaster? 

A soldier from Meerut replied thus: Master, it is neither 
a celestial announcement, nor news of a disaster. Alba-Udal 


being sung in one of our bastis, Rains have continued late 
into the year. Janmashtami is over, but the season of tain has 
not come to an end. The congregations are still singing the 
Alha-Udal. 

Friends, the rains had really lasted for a long time 
that year. It was a season of heavy showers. All the rivers 
were flooded, and the lakes and ponds were overflowing 
like brimming bowls. We had left the Jamuna behind, as 
it crashed against the walls of the fort, The waves of the 
Ganga thundered from Hardwar to Calcutta, The waters of 
the Gomti burst its banks like the Euphrates; the Natmada 
was like Tatya Tope’s army, which was, at times, fifty miles 
wide, and which, at other times, shrank and disappeared into 
the dask mountains, But the black river was the strangest of 
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all rivers, No one could guess how wide or deep it was All 


of us were awestruck, At times, the thunder of its waves 
sounded like the wat cry of an army, at other times like a 
storm rising from the mountains. Friends, the sound of 
water hadl a strange impact, Warriors who were not deterred 
by the guns and cannons of the British stood paralysed by 
the roar of the waters. Suddenly, a horse neighed in terror, 
broke away, and rode off with its rider into the woods. 
While everyone was stil in shock over what had happened 
and why, I noticed Dilawar Khan was standing next to me 
and trembling like a leaf and staring wide-eyed at the river, 
Even before I could batan eyelid, Dilawar Khan screamed in 
texror, got off his hotse, and jumped into the river. Dilawar 
Khan's leap into the rivet spelled calamity. The waves of 
the river thundered like clouds, Friends, clouds can thunder 
over the earth and lightning can strike uncler water. At that 
instant, clouds thundered over the rwver and lightning struck 
across its waters. It was as if the earth's crust had cracked 
and the molten magma was flowing out. We were hit by a 
storm so intense that the earth and the sky shook. Then, a 
sain of blood followed. Blood rained over the black tiver, the 
sky turned red like a new wound, and the forest blazed like 
red embers. Horses neighed in terror and soldiers lost hold 
of their reins and were thrown off their saddles; there was 
chaos everywhere. 

In that commotion, my horse too went berserk. Tt 
screamed in fear and ran wildly. In the darkness, I could not 
tell where I was headed, 1 neither had my feet in the stirrup, 
nor the reins in my hand, When dawn broke, | found myself 
in a desolate place. There was no sign of a black river or a 
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dense forest; nor was a soldier of a commander to be seen 
anywhere, There were no human beings as far as I could see. 
‘There was only silence, | temembered Allah and allowed the 


horse to follow its own instinct. 


The Dastan of a Deserted City 
As tode along, I came to a basti. I thanked God and entered 
that besti, but it was a strange basti. There were neither 
beggars nor shopkeepers in it. All lanes and by-lanes were 
empty, and the houses vacant. Marks of gunshots were etched 
on the wall of every house. Havelis had caved in. Shops had 
collapsed. Signs of destruction marked every house; evidence 
of bloodshed was apparent in every lane. Market places and 
Squares were strewn with corpses. The shops were unlocked 
and their goods were scattered all around. The doors of 
houses were broken and the gatekeepers had vanished. Twas 
awestruck, and stood as if before a painted scene. Afraid and 
nervous, I rode into that city of the dead where I came face 
to face with a grand haveli. It had heen smashed by cannon- 
fire, Several battlements had crumbled and lattice windows 
had been blown off, leaving large holes in its high walls, The 
havelis gate was wide open, Its outer veranda was deserted, 
except for an elephant which had broken its chains and was 
roaming aimlessly, sniffing the moss-covered water that had 
settled around the fountain with its trunk. When I saw that 
frightening scene, a stzange idea crossed my mind. I thought 
that if 1 went inside, I would be able to find a clue to the 
beginning,and the end of this story. 

When T stepped inside, T saw animals running wild. All 
hell seemed to have broken loose in the grilled coop of 
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ducks; the hens shricked in their enclosures. A big brown cat 
emerged from a room, looked wistfully st me, and began to 
meow. As Soon as I opened the coup, the ducks quacked and 
the hens clucked as they ran franticelly towards the moss- 
covered water around the fountain, Suddenly, countless 
beaks and claws were splashing in the water, 

T saw a broad and spacious house as I stepped inside. It 
was built on a raised semi-circular platform, It had tall pillars 
and its high walls were in a dilapidated state. The large mitrors 
were cracked; the crystal chandeliers were all splintered; 


the candle-stands, flower-vases, incense-stick stands, cost 
water bottles, lovely trays, delicate surahis, dazzling bowls, 
shining cups, heavy curtains with golden and silver fringes, 
and paintings of varied colours lay in chaos. It seemed as 
if a workshop of human craftsmanship lay scattered there, 
moutning its desecration and destruction. 

When T came out of that grand hall, I found myself in « 
spacious courtyard. There was no one around, Its fountain 
was dry. Its marble basin was empty. Suddenly, 2 parrot 
shrieked and dapped its wings. Whea I looked up, I noticed 
along and broad veranda in front of me. An elegant cage 
swung from a hook in the ceiling, In the cage, I saw a parrot 
with a red beak, a red sing enciscling its neck and a red patch 
om its wings. Tt fluttered its wings and, with its beak wide 
open, screeched, I wallted up to the cage and took it down. 
After a long search, I found some water for the parrot to 
drink. The parrot screamed: God is great. He is pure, Bibi is 
in the well. 

‘The secret was thus revealed, There was a deep well 

behind the veranda. That is where the strange sounds were 
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coming from. Tuntied my turban and dropped one endl down 
into the well, Someone clutched it in the dark and I slowly 
pulled it up. When that soul came up to the edge of the well, 
strange scene unfolded. It scemed as though a seed of light 
had sprouted ftom the dark, or a pearl had emerged from 
the gloom of a shell. Her body was iridescent, her checks 
radiated light ike lamps, and her lips were like flames. But this 
light was dust-laden, her clothes were torn and dirty, and her 
hair was dishevelled. She was semiconscious, I immediately 
lifted chat light-incarnate in my arms, lid her on the cot, and 
checked her pulse. Then I touched her cheeks and forehead 
to see if she had a fever, I sprinkled water on her face. I 
opened her lips and poured a litle water into her mouth 
with my cupped hand. As soon as water touched her lips, 
she shivered, opened het eyes, and sat up. I heaved a sigh 
of relief. 

Foralong time, she sat like the epitome of sozrow in this 
woeful world without paying any attention to me. I could not 
gather enough courage to speak to het. Then, as she looked 
at her tattered clothes, she got up from the cot and walked 
towards the bathroom. 

When she came outof the bathroom to dry her hair, | felt 
asthough the monsoons had arrived and the sky had become 
overcast, Her body was like a luxuriant garden in bloom, her 
waist was sensual, het bosom like two lotases with two tiny 
domes in the centre, her arms supple like boughs of a tree, 
her checks resplendent, her lips like budding flowers, and 
her eyes like jasmine! Flowers blossomed from my fingers 
and palms at the thought of having touched her a while ago, 
My imagination began to soar, She walked in gracefully and 
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satdown on the cot, Finally, | enquired about her well-being, 
She replied: 1 am fine. "The body aches a little, And { am 
angry. 
again: My youthfil fiend, you have obliged me already. Now, 
have some metey on your youth and leave this starctossed 
bast, Who knows when the English soldiers will come back 
this way and kill all those who ate still alivel 

Teontrolled my teats and replied: I have been separated 
from my companions and have lost my way, Fed up with 
‘my life, T was wandering aimlessly in scarch of my friends 
when destiny brought me here. I consider your company 
recompense. Butif you find my presence disagreeable, then 
this soldier, who has already lost hope and joy... 


‘That beautiful woman became netvous and interrupted 
me: Oh nol You are a brave soldier. How can you shed tears 
over my insignificant words? This ill-fated one was only 
concerned about your own safety. But, alseady troubled, if 
you wish to add to your woes, you're most welcome. 

Before she finished talking, my horse, tethered in the 
compound ontside, neighed loudly. Alarmed by the thought 
that some more misfortune was upon iss, I quickly grabbed 


that young women’s wrist and, dragging her away, said: The 
enemies have come. Let’ get out of hete, 

Watching us leave, the parrot began to shrick. Hearing 
its cry, she turned around and said: I'll never go without my 
parrot, | gabbed the cage and dragged her out. I quickly 
jumped on my horse, pulled her up behind me, placed 
the cage in front of me, and spurzed the horse forward. 
Tn a few seconds, the horse galloped away swifter than 
the wind. 
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Soon, it was night, A cool moonlight had spread all 
around, soothing the body. My thighs were glued to the 
saddle of my speeding horse, het heaving bosom was 
pressed against my back, and her arms were around my 
waist. My horse ran faster than the wind. I felt as if Iwas 
siding in the sky. That night was a reward for my skills as 
a horseman! 

‘The horse’s back was like the Garden of Eden in which, 
bathed in moonlight and drenched in dewdrops, we clung 
together as we flew like the wind. I felt as though my horse 
had covered the entire cizeumfrence of the earth. 


The Story of a Jar and a Rider on a Cow 

Late that night, we entered a basti.. Enquiring around, 
we found a sarai. We rented a small and narrow toom 
in which there was a cot and a soiled mattress, In such 
a grief-stricken time, we reckoned that even a corner was 
a blessing, I spread the mattress and then pulled out my 
sword and placed it between us. We lay there with our 
backs to each other. 

But how could I sleep with the fite and excitement of 
the time we had spent together fleeing through the night? 
Besides, she was lying next to.me and was yet so fat, The 
aight was speat uncomfortably. While I was still anzious and 
restless, I heard the same voice which we had once heard at 
dawn in that inauspicious city: 


Parrot, myna are hee dart 
Corie, paisa are ike dust 


King and stbjects are like dust. 
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Twas so tense nnd shaken that, in spite of all my effosts, 
I could not lic still. Restless, 1 got up and went out, ‘The 
sky had brightened a litle. The caravan of stars had passed 
by The morning star was still shining, but the moonlight 
had faded. Suddenly, @ rooster called and the sound of the 
azan rose froma distant mosque. After performing the wazu 
and other morning rites, T went into the small room and 
woke up that young woman. She hastily got up, adjusted her 
duparta to cover her breasts and, rubbing her eyes, rose like 
a fragrance from the dirty mattress, She washed her face and 
hands, and performed her morning rituals. Then she took a 
turquoise-studded gold ring off her finger and gave it to me. 
She instructed me to go to the market, cell it, and arrange for 
food and lodging, 

When I went to the market, I was conftonted by a 
strange sight. The city had turned into a city of silence. The 
shops were open. People were buying and selling, But no 
cone was talking to cach other, People just bought what they 
needed and left quietly. No one laughed, joked, smiled, or 
gossiped. Intrigued, I roamed through the market the entire 
day and watched that strange scene. When it was evening, I 
noticed that all the inhabitants were walking out of the basti 
in large groups. They were quict and sad. I resolved to find 
the secret behind the strange behaviour of God's people. So, 
I followed them. 

Rows and rows of people were gathered in a large 
and open field. They were still and silent as in a painting. 
Suddenly, all eyes rurned to look in the same direction, And 
guess what I saw? A fantstically dressed Englishman with 
a naked sword in one hand, foaming at his mouth, siding 
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cow, and shouting in raget Two slaves, their faces veiled 

by long hair, stood behind him with drawn swords. They 
were followed by yet another slave who appeared to be 
from the hills; he was carcying a large jar on his shoulder, 
‘When that Englishman came closer, he jumped off the cow, 
sat cross-legged on a wooden tor, and placed his sword in 
front him. Thea, he yelled at his slaves in an alien tongue, 
‘They rushed towards the crowd. The slave from the hills 
displayed the jar for everyone to see. The people watched 
in fear and revulsion. A young man in the crowd, his eyes 
blazing red with anger, shouted when he saw the jar. At 
this the Englishman once again thundered in his strange 
language, and the slaves, whose faces were veiled by long 
hair, pulled that young man out of the crowd, mercilessly 
chopped off his head and, leaving him to die, moved on to 
the next row. I was standing at the end of the row watching 
all this when the jat was placed before me, ‘The entire scene 
was heartbreaking, The jar contained the severed head of 
a prince, His hair was black, his countenance was serene, 
and courage shimmered brightly on his face like the full 
moon ona dark night. My heart rose co my mouth and my 
eyes turned red with blood, but I considered it wiser to be 
patient and return home, 


When I related the entite incident to that young 
woman, she clang to me hysterically, rested her head on 
my shoulder, and broke into teats, | tried to console und 


comfort hers 1 wiped her tears and reasoned with hen 
She continued to sob for 


Jongg time and ther toutully 
told me: My rescuer, the prince whose head you si wit 
my brother, ‘This oppressed kingdom belongs to the klng, 


mn 


Dey and Dastan 


whose unfortunate daughter Iam. My brother was killed 
in the battle, The British behesded him and preseeved his 
severed bead in a jat. My father was captured. They hung 
him from a tree and burnt him alive. 

When I heard this heart-rending tale, my eyes turned 
blood-red with anger. But Samand Khan was alone that day. 
‘What could he have done? I said: O sorrowful, grief-stricken 
princess, itis not safe for us to stay here, Let us leave this city 
and find refuge elsewhere, 


‘The Story of a City without Street Lights 
T quickly saddled my horse, seated her behind me, and rode 
away. Soon we were out of the city. 

Overcoming all the obstacles and enduring the travails 
of the journey, we rode on. Soon, we passed through a 
town. We noticed something disturbing about the town and 
its people. The palace and the royal gardens were desolate. 
Decaying corpses lay strewn all around. Like the body of 
Imam-i-mazloom, the grand imambara was torn apart, The 
walls of the town were scarred by bullet holes, its towers had 
been destroyed by cannon fire, and its domes had collapsed. 
‘The townspeople were dressed in black, They were tight- 
lipped, silent and mourning, as if obsctving Muharram and 
reciting a marsiya, Even in the evening, when they left for 
their homes, they remained grim and sullen, The Janes and 
by-lanes were deserted once again, No shop was open; no 
lamp was litin any house, The entie city was lostin darkness. 


Such were the days and nights in that city. 
J spent the day watching that spectacle of mourning, 
Whea T could bear it no longer, I gathered courage and 
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asked an elderly man dressed in black: My friend, what has 
happened here? The months of Muharram are over, but 
the town is still dressed in black and has yet not stopped 
mourning? I have heard a lot about how enthusiastically 
the people of this town observe the martyrdom of the 
Imam Shaheed, how they illuminate their azakhana with 
numerous lights, how their imambara dazzles with sparkling 
chandeliers, flickering candles and lamps; how the entire 
town glows with the glory of the imambaras; how sherbetis 
poured in the memory of Imam thizst; and how sweetmeats 
are distributed, water kiosks organised, and majlis attended 
by the tich and the poor masces alike. But which season of 
mourning is this when the azakbanas ate deserted, the lanes 
are dark, and the city seems to be so blealeand unwelcomning? 

‘Teats welled up in the eyes of that elderly man in black 
when he heard me. He sighed and teplied: My guest, my 
friend, this city is in ruins, How can the days of mourning 
end in the town whea the taziyas have not yet been butied this 
year? How can people cast aside their clothes of mourning 
when they continue to mourn the exile of our king? How 
can the lamps be lit in the town when the light of our town, 
our queen, has left? As Mir Anis says: Kbursheed-indarakhsban- 
iimannat hai safer mein Gardish nagar ati bai ws durré-qamar mein. 
My friend, what times are you asking about? Neither the land 
nor the skies here are the same. The town squares have been 
destroyed, the streets are in ruins, the fountains of grace 
have dried up, and the clouds of tyranny have overshadowed 
us. The city is lost in darkness, The houses are desolate, Men 
from sespectable families have been arrested and beheaded, 
© friend, what a season you have chosen to visit us! For 
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our town, these are days of unhappiness and misery! What 
hospitality can we offer you? How can we play host to you? 
Our queen is in exile. The fragrance of our princesses fills 
the forests, while the town yearns for it. Oh, the hot days 
of summer and the difficult rocky terrains! ‘Their fair hadies 
must have burned; their moonlike faces mast have withered! 

The elderly man sighed and fell silent. Then he 
whispered: My friend, our queen is observing, the chilla 
situal of Maula Mushkil Kusha in the hills When that ritual 
is over, she will return and free our king; this town will then 
prosper once again, 

After telling me all that, the elderly man quickly walked 
away, turned into a lane, and vanished. 

Tsighed in sorrow, returned to our satai, and described alll 
that I had witnessed to the young woman: Bibi, we escaped 
the town of death only to artive in a town without lights, 
‘Those who live here weep for their prince and mourn for 
their lost homes. 

When she heard about the town, she recalled her own 
and wept fora long time, 

My honourable friends! Whenever that young woman 
wept, my heart melted, the heavy armour of soldierly life fell 
off, my entize being throbbed with pity, and the entire body 
seemed to melt like a soft, molten candle. That day, when she 
wept, I felt her sorrow more intensely than ever. Nevertheless, 
I did not consider it proper to express my feclings to the 
young woman, Instead, I explained to her: O young woman, 
it’s our first night in this city. Your chastity is beyond doubt 
and your honour is unsullied, But this slave is just 2 human 
being and capable of immense evil. In fact, evil lows in the 
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yeing of human beings like blood. When the flesh awakens 
and passions beckon, what good is this unsheathed sword 
between us? How oft has one sven the batticts placed by 
custom and religion washed away in the whitlpool of passion? 
Oh, the agony of distance between bodies when our hearts 
desire union. When there is distance between us, then why 
are we s0 close? When we are so close then why this distance? 

She blushed and was extremely embarrassed when she 
heard me, She didn’t say anything, I cussed myself. A soldier 
that I was, I knew the tricks of the sword but was ignorant 
of the caprices of love. My efforts were wasted and T was 
hurt. While 1 was still lost in these thoughts, she passionately 
embraced me and began to weep inconsolably, I felt as 
though I was granted heaven. In her embrace, I thought I 
was strolling in the Garden of Eden. But suddenly, her mood 
changed. She said: My tescucr! What have you asked of me! 
‘You have put me on trial. My city has been widowed: the 
honour of my haveli has been desecrated, How can I adorn 
the nuptial chamber? I had vowed to serve the brave man 
who would avenge the murder of my father and brother and 
release my city from the clutches of the British, 

When I heard her say that, my latent chivalry was 
awakened. I was teminded of my duty which [ had forgotten 
for so long, I exclaimed: O gentle lady, you have opened my 
eyes. Bakht Khan had made Samand Khan promise that the 
sword raised against the tyranny of the British will not retuen 
to its scabbard. Only the bodies of the Englishmen will be 
its sheath. In the enchantment of love, T had forgotten his 


promise. You have reminded me of my vow. Now, I will set 
outin search of Bakht Khan, who must be in search of the 
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Shershahi tower. When the sound of the drum falls on your 


cats, Know that the time to avenge your father and brother 
has arrived and that the tyranny of the British is ovee, 

‘That was our last night together. We talked till late 
into the night about the impending parting and the joy of 
a future reunion. We did not realise when we dozed off 
We had forgotten to place the sword between us. My mind 
‘was focused on the journey ahead. I woke up eatly. | felt as 
though the enchantment had broken; as though I had been 
thrown out of the Garden of Eden. Under the canopy of 
the stars, T saddled my horse. Then, I hugged the princess 
and set off on my horse, 

By the time I left the city, it was already dawn. There 
were clouds in the sky. I: had stopped raining and the sky was 
beginning to clear. Ata distance, someone was shouting: The 
waters of the Narmada roaz, che streams of the Ganga roar. 

Soon, the monsoons sct in once again. This was the 
first shower of the rainy season. Alha-Udal was being 
sung everywhere. 

Samand Khan stopped after nacrating his tale thus far, 
and fell silent. He sat there with his legs folded under him 
for a long time. He was still like a painted picture and his 
listeners were mystified. Then he said: Friends, Bakht Khan 
is still alive and searching for the Sketshahi tower, When 
you hear the sound of a big dram being struck, you should 
know that it’s time for Bakht Khan's armies to move and for 


Samand Khan to depart from your midst. 

‘Then, Samand Khan quickly got up and left the shop, 
shouting: The waters of the Narmada roar, the streams of 
the Ganga roar, 
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We never saw Samand Khan again after that day. 

Hakim Ji fell silent. Ghani, Siddique, Nasir, and Adalat 
Ali too said nothing. 

‘Thea Ghani nervously asked: Whete did he go? 

‘Allah knows! Hakim Ji answered: Only Allah knows 
where he went. He paused and then added: Many people 
were atrested in our lane that night. ‘The kotwal came for 
meas well, But people in the city trusted me, so 1 was saved, 

Adalat Ali quietly smoked his huqga. ‘Then he pushed its 
pipe towards Hakim Ji. 

Ghani asked: Hakim Ji, is Bakht Khan really alive? 

Hakim Ji, who was about to place the nozzle of the 
hhngga between his lips, dropped it and replied: That's what 
they say. Bakht Khan is still live. 

But how? Siddique asked sceptically. 

Hakim Ji replied: ‘This world is a workshop of wonders 
Life is an enchanted story. No one knows the secrets of 
this workshop; no one can resolve the mystery of this 
enchantment. Death spares ao one, and everyone who 
is born will die one day, but there are times when nature 
performs such miracles that life evades death. Pre heard 
that when Bakht Khan set out from Dill, the strange sound 

of a horse ncighing fell on his ears as he passed through a 
village, buthe did not pay attention to it and rode on. Later, 
2 fakir met him on the way and chastised him: Bakht Khan, a 
curse be upon you! You did not pay attention to the neighing 
of Tipu Sultan's horse, The moment of your victory has 
therefore been deferred, Now the travails of time will chase 
you from desert to desert and you will waste away in the 
mountains, But you have escaped the cycle of life and death 
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because you at least heard 
you hear that sound again, 
Ghani asked: 
horse? In wl 
that fakis? 


Hekimn Ji seplicd: Friends, that is a long story and the 
night is short, The midnight bell has already sung. Sleep 


beckons, Let's call off this rendezvous for tonight. We shall 
end this tale tomorrow, 


the neighing, of the horse. When 
do not ignore it; follow it 

Hakim Ji, whatis the story of ‘Tipu Sultan's 
hich village did Bakht Khan hear i® Who was 


The Scream of the Horse 

One day, the sun shone fiercely in the shy. The very next 
ay, the clouds rolled up and it rained. Cots were once again 
moved indoors and people spent the nights of May wrapped 
in their blankets. This cursed weather was the consequence 
of the atom bomb, thought Nasir, but Ghani believed that 
seasons never remain the same in any country. If the normal 
cycle of seasons continues for centuries, one begins to feel 
that the cycle of seasons will never change, but it always 
does, To Adalat Ali, however, it was a sign of calamity: Can 
the dropping of an atom bomb disturb che cycle of winter, 
summer, and rain? I don’t believe that. 

Hakim Ji spoke up: Let's accept for a moment that the 
atom bomb has disrupted the cycle of seasons. But Bhai, 
what about the sky? You should take a look at the sky at 
night to see what chaos prevails there these days, Stars fall 
every now and then. Has someone dropped an atom bomb 
on the sky as well? 

When they heard the news about a new comet, Hakim 


Ji saw it as an additional confirmation of his theory: Bhai, 
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Adaht Ali may ormay not remember, but when I saw the sky 
in the winter of 1857, [had 2 premonition of an approaching, 
calamity. The signs are not good once again. Last night, Mars 
was blazing like burning coal. Mian, I have grown so old, but 
Thave never, in my entire life, seen Mats burn so brightly. In 
fact, looking at its cage, I thought it was going to challenge 
the sun. Now, tell me, has anyone dropped an atom bomb 
on Mars? 

Hakim Ji’s imagination san wild. It broke the barriers 
of the here and now, and dwelt in some bygone era. Past 
incidents and memories, half-remembered dastans, forgotten 
people, he would catch one end of the thread and let the reel 
unwind on its own—there stands ‘Tote Mian’s father with a 
turban on his head and his gown on his shoulders, leaning 
on a stick in the middle of the courtyard, gazing at the stars, 
Tote Mian is sitting under the mango tree, feeding pieces of 
roti to the parrots or narrating his acts of valour to a rapt 
audience surrounding him. In Hakien Ji’ mind, the thin line 
which separates a dastan from reality was almost obliterated. 
Countless people and incidents from his dastans seemed and 
felt real, while so many real incidents receded into fantasy. 
Hakim Jialways spoke of ‘Tote Mian’s father as if he had met 
him, though he had only heard about him from Tote Mian, 
Indeed, whenever he mentioned Tote Mian, he seemed to be 
narrating a dastan even though he had never seen him with 
his own eyes, walking and talking. Once upon a time, ‘Tote 
Mian must have been a tall and handsome man; though now, 
he was no more than a handful of bones strung, together. 
‘Time had deformed his face, though his eyes glowed as 


before, Jean and thin like a stick, his pale white skin was 
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wrinkled. He had large eyes, and his long white hair, cut 
like an Arabs, was covered with ditt most of the time. He 
lived, if one can call it that, in a small room in Karbala at the 
edge of the town. Actually, he spent most of his time either 
under the mango tree opposite his room gazing at the stars 
at night or roaming all day shoving the pattots away fom 
the mango grove in Karbala when the trees were laden with 
fruits. Flocks of parrots would rise together from the dense 
green leaves of the mango trees and descend on the tree 
under which Tote Mian rested, No one dared to shoo them 
away from that tree. The residents of the basti brought Tote 
Mian a lot of food, but he ate very little of it. Some of the 
food went to the destitute in the vicinity of Karbala, a small 
Portion went into the stomach of those monkeys who hrng 
from Karbala’s dilapidated, grime-blackened domes, and a 
few morsels went into the belly of the dog that barked in 
the vicinity of Karbala at night and disturbed Tote Mian's 
reveries. The rest of the food was left for the parrots of the 
forest. Tote Mian sct aside 2 few rotis fom his dinner. At 
daybreak, when the morning star rose in the sky, he shredded 
the rotis into tiny pieces and continued doing that till the 
darkness began to fade from the sky, a faint white coud 
of dust formed a halo over the trees, and parrots Aying in 
feom far and wide began to hover atound Tote Mian, The 
screeching parrots landed near Tote Mian who stood in the 
centre and promptly scattered pieces of rotis for them. At 
times, a parrot got restless, broke away fromm its flock, flew 
up to Tote Mian, and perched on his shoulder, its long tail 
caressing Tote Mian’s ears. But finding nothiag there, it would 
fly back to the ground to join its flock. The entire scene 
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rose before Hakim Ji eyes. He clearly remembered those 
days in the past, those trees and the bitds dwelling in those 
trees, Recalling Tote Mian, Hakim Ji lamented: Mian, those 
days are gone. Whete do those things happen now? Then, 
he added gloomily: Such people, such affections cannot be 
found anymore. Men are now strangers to each other; what 
relation can they have with the poor birds! 

He was quiet for some time and then resumed with a sigh: 
People are now so selfish they do not even offer a drop of 
water to the dying or lend a shoulder to the dead. Hakim Ji 
again sighed and became silent, this time for quite a while. 
Later, he wandered off into a distant world. He remembered 
how ‘Tote Mian asked about the welfare of beggars in the 
neighbourhood of Karbala, or looked after them during their 
illness, of walked from tree to iree checking on parrots. Then, 
fa strange scene rose before his eyes Once it so happened 
that when ‘Tote Mian began his daily routine of feeding bits 

of rotis to parrots, he noticed that the parrot that had dwelt 
in the hollow of the tree under which Tote Mian rested was 
lying deed as a log Tote Mian was stanned. He remained 
very depressed and kept very busy that day. He went to the 
city early in the morning, People were surprised to see him 
and wondered why he had left Karbala and come to the city. 
Tote Mian collected a donation of one or two annas from the 
people in the market to buy some cotton cloth and camphor 
Thea he returned and made arrangements for the bird’s burial. 
It was buried under the mango tree. Tote Mian sat by the grave 
til Jate evening, reciting verses from the Holy Quran, 

‘That day when I went to meet him, Hakio Ji said sadly: 
I found him very depressed. He was so out of sorts that my 
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words made him even more edgy, and he began to narrate 
his own dastan, It was so sombre that even I was saddened 
by it. That was a difficult night for all of us, 

‘Yes, Sahib, what a strange man he was! Adalat Ali 
affirmed. But, Bhai, these fakits ate enlightened men. 

Hakim Ji pointed towards Nasir and Ghani: They will 
not make any head or tail of this story. 

Adalat Ali replied: Hakim Ji, my experience is that all 
these dastans only seem teal; no one can make any head ot 
tail of them. 

But when Ghani and Nasir insisted on the story, Hakim 
Jicollected his thoughts once again. He puffed on his hugga 
and said: Let the teller of a tale accept the curse and the 
blessing, Iam going to relate verbatim the story I heard from 
‘Tote Mian without adding a word of my own, The death of 
the parrot had made Tote Mian melancholic. Speaking of the 
transience of life and impermanence of the world, he began 
to matrate his own story 


The Dastan of Tote Mian 

Friends, today I’m homeless. ‘Thete was a time when I was 
an important figure in a certain city and a certain lane. I lived 
in luxury. My life was a bed of roses. The story of that city 
is worth listening to, for rarely has the sky ever witnessed 
such a garden in bloom on the canvas of the world. The 
paths of that city were fragrant, its neighbourhoods were 
Prosperous, and its lanes and markets were well lit, The 
shops in its small market, which was the hub of pomp and 
show, overflowed with expensive and exotic goods. Money 
‘was in abundance and goods were cheap, ‘Transactions of 
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millions were cattied out in seconds ‘The merchants were 
prosperous and the people spent money with an open heart, 
Those who were not wealthy wete generous and kind in 
spirit. ‘The Jamuna of beauty flowed alongside the Ganga of 
wealth. Barly morning, while it was still dark, women who 
were as lovely as the moon, yawned, rubbed thei eyes still 
heavy with sleep and sweet dreams, and walked languorously 
towards the bathing ghat. How majestic the river looked 
when youthful bodies, burnished by the golden morning 
light, slowly slipped into the water! It seemed as if golden 
stars wete being scattered on molten silver, The roses of 
youth blossomed; pink cheeks displayed spring; they were 
like pitchers of fresh juices which thieves could only lust 
after, but never manage to steal. Those were the days of 
amity. Pickpockets, thieves, and dacoits had to lie low. Mea 
of honour were respected. 

I spent leisurely days in youthful intoxication. I flew 
pigcons—oh, such variety I had! When the flocks rose up 
and swooped across the sky, it seemed as if dark clouds 
hhad gathered. Sahib, T am not exaggerating, but on days 
when the sun was sharp and it was very hot, my mother 
used to say, Beta, set the pigeons free for a while, T would 
go and open the door of the clay coop made exclusively 
for my pigeons, Fluttering theit wings, focks of pigeons 
flew out like clouds and the entire courtyard of my house 
was overshadowed in no time, Likewise, if ever the wind 
was still, my respectable mother would sey, Beta, the wind is 
still, why you don't set the pigeons free for a while? Sahil 
the moment the pigeons flew out of the coop, the flapping 
of their wings created such a stir that our sweat-drenched 
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bodies were comforted! But, alas, T was separated feorn my 
pigeons: Laga, Lotan, Jogiya, Shitazi, Kalami, and Lalsari. 1 
had to abandon the terrace which was teeming with pigeons 
of all varieties and breeds, Separated from the world I once 
knew and the canopy of the sky under which T wandered, 
T still longed for those high tertaces and pined for that sky. 
Te was the second of March. ‘The caravan of winter was 
leaving, The days were as long as the nights. Friends, it 
spells calamity when seasons meet, and day and night are 
equal and unite. Have you ever wondered why the pame of 
destruction and ercation is performed side by side in the 
month of March? There is such strange magic when two 
seasons meet—the wedding party of spring arrives on one 
tree, its branches are adorned with jewel-like flowers, and 
its leaves blow trumpets of joy. But the tree right next to 
it is without fruit, lowers, or Icaves, Its bare branches look 
forlornly at the sky; few yellow leaves, sil cling tenaciously 
to their basti of branches, mournfully recalling old friends 
who left in winter’s caravans; and when these leaves finally 
fall to the ground, they suffer the agony of any exile. All 
they can then do is sing dirges before they ate finally swept 
into a pile in some corner. 

It was the month of March. Friends, winters hurt, but 
when winter departs, it hurts even more. Ah, how many tales 
do winters bring with them, and how many do they carry 
away! Basant had passed a long time back. Holica had been 
burnt only recently, And people had begun to pull theit cots 
out from stuffy rooms into the verandas to sleep at night. A 
sweet fragrance of fresh flowers and the buzz of bees had 
begun to spread through the mango orchards. 


151 


jatisir Fuss 


‘That was the month of Match, and the day was of 
Nauroz, The sun was going down, A wooden cot lay in the 
shade. The courtyard was swept clean, the cot was covered 
with a clean white sheet, and a white bolster lay on it. My 
father’s fair face was radiant; he was wearing a white dress, a 
shawl over his shoulder, and a fez on his head. Sitting with 
his legs folded, he held an open almanac in his hand, He had 
placed a bow! filled to the brim with water in front of him. 
A lange rose floated on the water. A cup with rose petals was 
placed on one side and a pen made of a porcupine’s quill 
lay on a white ceramic plate on the other side. Next to it 
was a bone-china bowl with yellow saffron water, Beside the 
bowl were sheets of white paper kept in place under some 
large fruit, Let me tell you, my father was « renowned amil 
and had knowledge of astrology: Every yeat, on the day of 
‘Nauroz, he sat in the sume posture, and when the auspicious 
moment of Nauroz arrived and the rose floating in the bowl 
began to move in circles, he sat with his legs folded under 
him and wrote with saffion ink on the white sheet of paper. 

Yes, So the almanac was open in his hand, His face was 
marked with anxicty. As he read the almanac, he said: The 
colour of Nauroz this year is red. The lion-rider has come 
with a bare sword in his hand. Who knows why, but my heart 
began to beat loudly when I heard him, Then Ibusied myself 
with the usual distractions. I played Nauroz with a squirt-gun 
all day, splashing colours on whoever I encountered on the 
way and laughing afterwards. So T didn't hesitate to throw 
colour on her too..,Friends, I forgot to mention that one 
Hakim Zamin Ali lived in the same moballa in which my 
house was located. He was a fair-skinned and burly man who 
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always wore muslin, 
sce him in a sheer mus! 
ice-cold water from 
was 


ven in the chill of winters, one could 
lin kutta sitting in his shop and, drinking 
4 clay pitcher. He had a daughter who 
Nery Pretty and cultured, Het name was Shahiadi Mahal 
because her fair frame was as lovely as a marble palace. Tall 
and slim with pink checks, sharp featates, a broad forchead, 
Tange eyes, and thick hair, she always wore a white chikan 
dress except during Muhacram and the 


when her black clothes highlighted 
moonlike face, 


month of mourning, 
the lustre of her 
We grew up playing together, so there was no 


barrier of a veil between us, nor any restriction. We were not 


conscious of the attraction between us, but when our hands 


touched each other by chance while playing, hide-and-seek, 


our hearts yearned to touch each other again; and when we 
pleced our hands together 10 see whose fingers were longer, 
wwe deliberately argued. But, what happened that day was not 
deliberately planned. I unseléconsciously splashed her with 
colour from my rusted squirt gun. When thet fair face was 
smeared with colour and het wet white dress clung to her 
shoulders and breasts, exposing her fair skin underneath, my 
heart stopped and T wished dhata fountain of colour would 
continue to fill forever and the earth and the sky would 
dissolve in it. But my joy was brief, for I suddenly noticed 
that my honourable father, who had raised his head to stare 
at mg, turned to his almanae once again without uttering 
word. My hands froze; my heart sank, 

“That beautiful woman was forbidden to enter my house 
after that day. Her absence began 10 plague my heart, [ 
could not concentrate on anything, All day long T sat on the 
terrace fying pigcons, and my eyes followed them longingly 
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in the sky. But the sky too began to lose patience...Friends, 
during those days, the sky too ld watched the earth and 
was mindful of its moods and fortune, It changed myriad 
colours, and countless stats fell from the sky all through the 
night like cannon shots. It seemed as though a war was heing 
fought in the skies; that the stars would be extinguished and 
the bare skies in their wilderness would invoke the almighty. 
My mother was very anxious, Every time’ a star fell, she 
recited the Lahaw/, shuddered, and cried nervously: Bibi, may 
Allah have mercy, something strange is about to happen! 

My severed father would stand leaning on his walking 
stick in the middle of the courtyard and watch the sky for 
hours Te seemed as if he was either trying to count the falling 
stars of the ones left behind. Nervously, one day T enquired: 
Revered father, what kind of situal do you perform whea 
you stand without moving late into the night and gaze at the 
stars? What do you see there? What do the stars communicate 
to you? 

‘Then, my father took a deep sigh and replied: My son, 
I sead in the sky the farare that is waiting to happen in the 
earth, The universe of stars is continually and eternally in 
motion, In the cycle of their movement lies the story of this 
earth and the universe. There are as many stars in the sky as 
there are pebbles on all the shores of this earth. They ‘loat in 
the sky like ships. But look at their ordet! They neither collide 
with each other, nor overtake one another. In the caravan of 
the galaxy, each traveller is alone, Without 2 companion or a 
torchhearer to show the way, bewildered and lost, each star 
drifts through the wilderness of the sky, traversing unknown 
and nameless paths, Countless travellers have lost their way 
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the desolation of the sky, But the trnils they leave behind 


are never erased and their strong fragrance still lingers in the 


air. O, my dear son, the sky sparkles with the fragrance of 
those lost travellers and shows the path to those who travel 
on earth at night, 

T understood and yet did not understand my father’s 
words. But they teminded me of the star of my creams 
who was no longer in sight, but whose fragrance floated 
on the horizon of my dreams making it sparkle, Hundreds 
of times, I would step into the lane and walk towards her 
house, but turn back in confusion; and then, on the pretext 
of flying pigeons, go up to the terrace and stare for hours 
at the tecrace of her house and the staircase leading up to 
it But the star of my fate did not rise. The stars in the sley 
fell as usual, and my revered father, leaning’ on his stick, 
continued to gaze at the sky night after night. This went on 
till September, the month of the union-and separation of 
seasons. Friends, it was a September night. My revered father 
stood in the courtyard watching the stars late into the night. 
Then he went up to ihe terrace and, leaning on his stick 
against the highest parapet, gazed intently at the sky late into 
the night. There was a siotin the sky chat night, and the stars 
looked like sugar crumbs, Then, a very big star fell and the 
entire city, dazzled by its light, woke up in alarm, My father 
hurried down from the terrace, mumbling slowly: Wato faze 
‘an tashao wato zillo man tasha You honour whom You please, 
and abase whom You please). Then he walked actoss the 
courtyard and shut himself in his small secluded room. 

Friends, after that night, my father neyer came out of 
his small room, Day and night, he buried himself in the 
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recitation of the Quran and prayers, His prayer mat was 
always spread, the Holy Quran was always open on its stand, 
abare sword was always kept beside it, and his white beard 
was always drenched in tears. 

‘One day, something strange happened. My mother became 
very restive eatly at dawn, She went and knocked on the door 
of my father’s room, He unlatched the door and looked at 
my mother who was trembling like a leaf, Tears streaming 
down her eyes, she said: May Allah have mercy! I have had a 
haunting dream. In my dream, I saw a very large procession 
of men with uncovered heads and torn collars, carrying a lofty 
Alam in the front. Blood was dripping fiom the Alar. 

‘My father did not interpret the dream and did not pass 
any injunctions. He took a deep sigh and intoned: Wato igo 
‘man tasbao wato zillo man tasha, And, then, he bent over the 


Quran once again. 

‘My mother ordered a palanquin, left for the chhoti 
dargah, and there she clung to the zari and cried inconsolably 
for a long time, At dusk, when the lamps were lit in the 
dargah, she fell asleep. Suddenly, the entire dargah echoed 
with the sound of a galloping horse. The walls and the doors 
of the dargah seemed spellbound. By the time my mother 
woke up anxiously, the horse and the rider had disappeared. 
A latge hoof-mark, glowing like sunlight, could be seen on 
the cemented door of the Imambara. My mother kissed 
it. Then, she touched the patka of the bada Alam with her 
eyes and wailed profusely. By the time she setuzned home at 
night, she felt calmer and comforted. 

Friends, now listen to this, On the third day, at dawn, my 
mother became restless once again as she heard the sound 
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OF 2 galloping horse. Ansious, she wondered 
revelation oF a warning, She went and consulted 
father. My father replied thae it was a sign fro 
men were not allow: 


if it was a 
my revered 
m God and 
ed to question it. Then he bowed down 
in reverence and my mother came out of his secluded room. 


‘The city was in commotion that day. A strange sides, 


who 
was not visibl 


le to anyone, had entered the city. The few who 
heard the sound of the galloping horse thought that chey 
had also heard « cry for help. They became possessed, picked 
up arms, and set out for battle. What a mysterious sound it 
‘was! Whoever heatd it could not be testrained. Beat him, 
tie him with ropes, but he would break away, arm himself, 
mount his horse, and ride into battle. So, several young men 
of the city left their homes and rode into the battlefield. 

When my mother heard the news, her anxiety increased. 
‘Then it so happened that after the gap of a night, she again 
woke up restless early in the morning and said to me: Beta, 
the horse sider is heze again! She began 0 tremble like a 
leaf in fear and exclaimed: What a dazzling rider! Every wall 
and door trembles, and the sound of horse hoofs echoes 
through the lane. 

Iwas strangely disturbed by her words and was anxious 
alll day. By the time the evening lamps were lit, my fear 
intensified. Since I could no longer endure it, I presented 
myself before my severed father and respecifully pleaded 
with him: My wise father, may I die for you! Allow me 1 
submit that my mother is in a wretched condition, The 
entire house is in grief. We haven't eaten a morsel of food. 
She is hysterical. Every now and then, she recalls the sound 
of a galloping horse, Father, what mystery of God is this? 
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What does the sound of the horse hoofs echoing in her ears 
signify? Do explain what she is saying to me. 


The Story of a Horse without a Ridet 

My revered father thought for a while. Then he unsheathed 
his sword, placed it before him, and said: My son, the time 
has come when I should tell you the story of the hotee rider 
and unravel the mystery of the galloping horse. My dear 
son, when the mission of the holy jihad was accomplished, 
and the enemy’s sword had severed the pious head of Imam 
Huscin, that faithful horse smeared its face in the holy blood 
of its enlightened rider, rode up to the entrance of the tent- 
house, and neighed sortowfully. The princess of the universe 
rushed to the entrance of the tent in panic. When she saw the 
horse without its rider and its face smeared with blood, she 
untied her hair in grief and smashed her bangles. Then she 
remembered her husband's will. She wore a black tobe, veiled 
her face, and, bemoaning the death of her husband, mounted 
the horse, The horse set off and disappeared into the forest. 
Writers have let loose the horses of their imagination and 
chroniclers have spilled 2 lot of ink, but till this day, the 
destination of that steed remains a mystery. O, my son, my 
lifel How can the destination of that horse be traced; how 
can the inscriptions left by its hoofs be deciphered? Those 


forests were cut down; those fields were replaced by human 
habitations; and those hoof-marks were erased. Why be 
surprised by these revolutionary changes? That is how che 
world goes, Forests are cut down and cities are built; cities 
are destroyed and forests grow again, Everyone mourns 
for cities which are now desolate; but, friends, take care to 
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also recall those forests which 
What happened to those tall 
leaf a neighbourhood, each 


were cut down to build cities, 
trees? Each tree was a city, each 
bud a lane. Vanished! My dear 
‘owned amil of his time, who 


knew the manifest and the unmanifest World, informed me 


catity. But there is one that stands apatt—a very tall ‘mango 
tree. No one knows who planted it or who watered i. Even 
before the Grand ‘Trunk Road was built and Shershah had 
ordered all the trees to be chopped down, it had stood in its 
Place, witnessing the changing colours of the sky and the 
desolation of the earth. That tree strikes a balance benween 
the past and the future and unites the North with the South. 
In the annals of history, the chroniclers have described 
that when Haider Ali was exiled to the deserts of sorrow 
and affliction, stripped of his entourage of miniscers and 
soldiers, he wandered on foot from forest to forest. One 
day, in his aimless journey, he happened to pass through an 
enchanting garden. In that garden, he saw a lovely fountain 
that mesmerised him. It was surrounded by green shrubs 
of varied hues. The garden had shady trees; a cool breeze 
flowed through it; and it was filled with the fragrance of 
flowers. Haider Ali, who was tired and had not eaten for 
days, thought that the water from the fountain was like 
clixir from the heaven and the fruit was from the Garden 
of Eden, He plucked a few raw and ripe fruits, drank 
‘water from the fountain, washed himself, and lay down to 
rest under the shade of a mango tree nearby. As be had 
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not slept for many days, the moment he lay dow, he fell 
asleep. It was a strange sleep which brought with it tidings 
of mysterious things to come. In his dream, Haider Alj 
saw a rider dressed in grcen with his face and body veiled, 
exuding splendour and majesty, calling: Haider Ali, wake 
up! The horse is ready. Haider Ali tecited the Neadilf 
and quickly opened his eyes. He noticed « horse, bright 
as sunlight, quietly grazing on the green grass nearby. It 
‘was 4 tll, white horse with a long neck, round hoofs, the 
mane like a fairy’s tresses, 2 colourful tail, powerful thighs, 
flaring nostrils, and skin glowing like sunshine, Haider 
Ali considered his dream a prophecy, walked towards the 
horse, and held it. Reciting the Naad-i-Al, he mounted the 
horse without a saddle and gently stroked it, His caress 
worked like a whip; a shudder ran through the body of the 
horse and it galloped away, trampling the green grass and 
crushing the flowers. 

They say that Haider Ali rode that horse all his life, 
winning battle after battle and founding a divinely ordained 
‘empire. At the time of his death, he instructed his son: My 
dear son, my time is up. Lam departing now. This divinely 


ordained empire is now in your custody. Expand it. Unite 
the North and the South, Kanyakumati and the Himalayas. 
have handed over the royal 
the secrets of admininteation, Consider my horse as the most 
precious of all my treawuses, the decpest of all its secrets, 
upon horn this divinely ordained empire rests, If the hors: 
pws Was 


jure to you and explained all 


vveryihing, will be ruined andl the empire will 
disinseyraves IF it ever nejghy on iin awn, know that some 
#704: Nbreal iv Ioominy, over the kingdom, Reeite the Naatli= 
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Afi, mount the horse, and tide into battle. Inshallah, you will 
find companions in the battlefield and will retutn victorious, 

Ever since then, Hazrat ‘Tipu Sultan, the martyr, valued 
that mighty and loyal steed, regarded itas more precious than 
his life and waged and won all his battles riding it. Something 
strange happened in the last battle of his life—a litle lapse 
of memory cost him the battle. The legend goes that it was 
the time of dusk. Hot winds were blowing, The dastarkhwan 
‘was spread out under the shade of a dense mango tree. Son, 
Hazrat Tipu Sultan was very fond of mangoes, and the shade 
‘of mango trees was very dear to him, There were varieties 
of mango tees in his orchard, He had got the cuttings of 
mango trees of all varieties from accoss the country and 
had them planted there, Ic was the second of May: The 
mango harvest that year was poor. The mango trees, usually 
Joaded with fruits, were almost bare because of recurrent 
dust storms. Bat this orchard still had branches heavy with 
the burden of raw mango 


s, ‘The dastarkhwan was spread 


out beneath one such branch, A wide variety of food of 
different colours was laid on it. 'The nobles and the men 


of the highest ranks in the administation sat there in rows 
‘The Sultan sat in the middle. He was about to struct eating 


when the neighing of his faithful horse from a distant place 


fell on his ears, Hazrat paused, hesitated, and then decicled 
to continue esting, While the food was still on his plac, aw 
ww shield falling 


rye len 
from the hands of 1 struggling, sokier he mighty leader 
stopped and looked up al the tn sil 
fFixecs on the tree, bik faithful horse negles! again, this tove 
with much force that the entite fit reverberatest and the: 


fell from the tree on his plate 


rile is ase 
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earth shook at the sound of a galloping horse. The master 
turned and saw that the horse had snapped its leash, eseaped 
from the enclosure, and was charging in his direction. At the 


same time, he also saw a messenger running towards him 
from the battlefield, Harried and weary, the messenger came 
and announced: May the glory of the Sultan remain intact! 
His faithful general has been killed. The British forces have 
scaled the walls of the fort. 

On hearing this, the mighty king seethed with rage. He 
got up and commanded: Saddle my horse. ‘The time for me 
to goto the battlefield has arrived. Then he looked so sternly 
at the nobles that they turned pale with fear. Angry and 
agitated, he unsheathed his sword and broke the scabbard 
and mounted his horse. Strangely, in his wrath and frenzy, 
the Sultan forgot to recite the Naai-i-Afl. When he spurred 
his horse, it refused to budge. It struck the ground with 
its hoofs and did not move. The Sultan was confused and 
flustered. He gazed at the sky and then tured to his horse 
and said: My faithful steed, my companion, my friend, has 
your sense of loyalty vanished? This remark had its effect 
on the steed who scoured the gronnd with his hoofs and 
galloped off Jike an arrow towards the ramparts of the fort. 
But the loyalty of the steed could not make amends for the 
exor. When the Sultan fell to the ground, he realised his 
mistake, but, by then, it was too late. 

‘My son, the chroniclers have exercised their pen a great 
deal in desesibing the martyrdom of the Sultan, but when it 
comes to the description of his horse, they fall short. But 
who can réin the horses of imagination, and who ean erase 
images etched on the mind and the heart? The legend that 
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has passed down by wotd of mouth from generation to 
generation and rages in the heatt like ttuth goes thus: When 
the Sultan achieved martyrdom, his loyal horse staeared 
its face in the Sultan’s pious blood and left the battlefield. 
‘The horse was like the last ember from the battlefield it ran 
towards the forest where it still burns like a bright flame. 

‘The tragedy was that a perficious :ainister saw the horse 
galloping out of the battlefield. Since he was familiar with 
the virtues of the horse, he rushed to inform his British 
‘masters that a calamity had happened, The Sultan's horse 
had escaped. Now the news of the Sultan’s death would 
spread like fice all through the kingdom. Any brave young 
man who dated to mount the horse would become another 
‘Tipu Sultan. My dear son, this was the last conspiracy of that 
batde. I heard it from my father who had heard it from the 
chroniclers of his times that the loyal horse, after it escaped 
from the battlefield, was headed towards Khyber, Had it 
reached Khyber, there would have been mayhem from the 
Noth to the South and from the Bast to the West; but it was 
destined to be otherwise. 

‘The British army gave chase to the galloping horse, 
raising dust over a long distance, The sound of running 
horses reverberated from the nadit of the earth to the 
zenith of the skies, In the chaos of the chase, lush green 
fields were crushed and several forests were trampled. Such 
was the magic of the majestic horse that at one moment it 
would display its elfin power and gallop away without even 
breaking an egg under its hoofs, ancl, at other moments, it 
would cause sparks in rocks and tumult in oceans as it tan 
past them. 
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Soon after the homeless and exiled horse had galloped 
past a particulir basti and particular place, it entered the 
forest and came to a special mango free with dense leaves, So 
strange was the perfume from the mango tree that the horse 
stopped. My dear son, itis said chat the tree under which Tipa 
Sultan had his last meal was grafted from thar ancient ttee, 
‘The steed paused under its shade, A British soldier, who was 
chasing the horse and was known for his marksmanship, shot 
the horse. When the enemy forces came closes, they saw fresh 
blood under the shade of the tree but not the horse. They 
searched the forest and the fields, but the horse was aowhere 
to be found, The horse has been missing ever since, Allah 
is omnipresent, omniscient, and this world is a workshop of 
miracles. Every creation on this earth is strange; every event 
extraordinary, That which we can see suddenly becomes 
invisible; reality transforms into fiction. My father has 
informed me that the same hotse, like a restless soul, wanders 
in forests like a vagabond fragrance, It will pass through this 
city one day. ‘The city will reverberate with the sound of its 
hoofs and chere will be a big batt. Then, it will be doomsday. 

My father fell silent. Lost in deep thoughts, I sat there 
for a Jong time resting my chin on my knees, Later, when 
I stirred, I asked: O, my revered father, you have narrated 
the story of Tipu Sultan, but you still haven't explained why 
that steed wanders through forests like fragrance. My father 
replied: O, my dear son, that horse is waiting for its rider, 
Only when the warrior who can ride it into a battlefield is 
bom, will the soul of that pious horse find peace. 

Sasked; Pather, how can one find the horse and what are 
the conditions for ridings it? 
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My father answeted: My son, I've heard from my 
father that only a wattior can find that ancient tree in the 
forest and sce that horse saddled and neighing under its 
dense shade. 

Tagain asked: How can one find that forest and how can 
one identify that tree? 

He replied: Dear son, that forest is invisible to the 
human eye. Only the birds know its whereabouts. The birds 
perching on its branches are safe from all threats and dangers. 
The parrots with melodious voices, who are related to that 
ancient mango tree, first circle over it before they come to 
rest on any other tree, My father has informed me that the 
brave one who depends on his valour and follows the advice 
of the parrot will fulfil his mission, He will ride the horse, 
reach his destination, and emerge victorious, 

Friends, this story had such an impact on me that sleep 
forsook me atnight, I spent many nights in utter restlessness. 
Every time 1 dozed off, my sleep was disturbed. Whenever 
my eyes opened, I saw the lamp lit on the namaz chowki, 
the prayer book open in the front, and Ammi trembling like 
a leaf as she recited the Mungjat in her dolefal voice: Ya Ad, 
J Elie, ya Brlbasas, ya Butarab..,And 1 always found my 
revered father standing in the courtyard, leaning on his stick, 
and gazing at the changing sky. Tonight, again he came out 
of his secluded room, and so poignant was the mournful 
voice of my mother reciting Yall ya 


4 ja Bulbasan, ya 
Brlarab,,.that my sleep was disturbed by it several times, 
After a while, the same voice lulled me 10 sleep, Around 
dayn, I felt someone shaking my shoulders, Whea I woke up, 
I found my father standing near me, shaking my shoulders, 
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and saying: Wake up son, the morning star has risen. The call 
for prayer has begun, 

1 got up. I saw that my father had a white turban on 
his head, a shawl on his shoulders, and a green sash around 
his waist. He stepped forward and embraced me. Then he 
benevolently caressed my head. I realised that his body was 
trembling from top to toe and his tone wss slightly mournful 
He said: Son, I'm going to discharge my morning duties 
Take care of the house. 

T couldn't understand anything and watched hin in 
shock. By the time I collected myself, he had left the house. 
‘The rattle of the door-latch opening and closing was lost in 
the sound of a horse galloping down the lane. 

Bewildered, I got off my bed and walked towards my 
revered father’s secluded room, I opened the door and 
noticed that the sword which used to lic unsheathed every 
night in front of my father was missing: I left the room and 
Climbed straight up to the sooftop. The darkness of the sky 
had been washed away. The caravan of stars had dispersed 
except for a few vagabond stars which were still lingering 
in the sky. The high terraces, tall minarets, and domes were 
still steeped in darkness. Somewhere far from those terraces 
and minarets, cannons were thundering and the distant sky 
was red, In no time, the image of a horse without a rider 
rose before me and the sound of its hoofs began to rage in 
my veins like blood. My body was burning, I came down in 
a state of frenzy, I looked at my mother who was sleeping; 
‘The prayer mat was spread on the namaz chowki, but its 
comers were folded, The candle was extinguished. The 
courtyard was still drenched in darkness, though the upper 
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walls and the edges of che pampers wete bright with the 
morning light. The courtyard was silent. Only the sound of 
Pigeons cooing in their coop floated up into the air. looked 
anxiously at the courtyard, at the sound-filled pigeon coops, 
and at my sleeping mother before I quietly opened the door 
and walked out. 

Friends, it was the month of Match. As the month was 
coming to an end, the nights became shorter and the days 
grew longer. The branches of the mango trees were laden 
with fruits, and bees hovered over the sweet, tipe mangoes 
Ttwas eatly morning and a lone sparrow hopped freely over 
the mist-covered parapets. The morning breeze was blowing 
gently. The scent of ripe mangoes floated through the sir. 
‘The shops were still shutand the sounds of daily routine had 
yet not filled the lanes, 

Iwalked through the markets and lanes for a long time. 
‘The sun was now much above the horizon. The shutters 
of the shops were still down, the busy neighbourhoods lay 
silent, the roads were deserted, the windows were shut, and 
the doors locked. The chowk, which usually buzzed with 
activity from dawn to midnight, was deserted today. There 
was an cerie silence which had descended on the city. | was 
walking alone on the road and was alatmed at the sound 
of my own footsteps. Suddenly, at a distance, a green alam 
appeared. Its bright sadiance dazzled my eyes. After a while, 
T paid attention to the man who was carrying the alam, | 
say a well-built warrior mounted on a horse riding towards 
me. He held the alam in one hand and « spear in the other. 
‘Thete was a white turban on his head, a green shawl on his 
shoulder, and a black veil covered his face, Suddenly, the 
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horse stopped. The hotse rider tnised his alam, shook his 
speat; and shouted so loudly that the walls shook: O men, 
who ave gathered here, beware! A deluge is about to hit your 
ity and will sweep away your houses, masques, tombs, and 
dwellings with its force, O men, the houses of God have been 
desecrated; the dome of the sky has turned dark; the sun is 
smeared black the days have tutned dark like the nights. © 
men, life is cheap and death has become precious. Today life 
is no mote valuable than the sneeze of a goat, whezeas death 
is sweeter than a mother's milk. O men, take heed, the time 
of your greatest trial has come! The battlefield beckons you; 
‘your horses are restless! 

‘The speech hada strange impact. In'no time, the deserted 
streets began to echo with the noise of footsteps and locked 
doors began to open one after the other. Valiant young 
men in white turbans, girdles, and unsheathed swords came 


charging, out from every lane, either on foot or horseback. 
Soon, an entire rebel army was formed. Then that horseman 
pulled out his pearl-studded dagger, tossed it to me, and 
rode forward, urging the rebels to follow. 

‘The green slam, the horseman, and the rebels vanished 
from sight and the markets were once again deserted. 
Confused and amazed, I wondered, © God, am I dreaming? 
Did T see an army just appear and disappear in an instant? 
But the moment I picked up the daggct, the blood in my 
veins began to roar and my ears rang with the neighing of 
that horse without its rider. I fastened that pearl-studded 
dagger in the sash around my waist and ran back to my 
house. My eyes were siill dazzled by that dream the blood 
in my Veins still roared; and 1 could still hear the sound of 
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galloping horses. I knew it was time for me to go home, seek 
permission, bid farewell, and ride into battle, 

When I turned into my lane, 1 was startled by a strange 
sight. There were fresh hoof-marks everywhere, as though a 
rebel army had just passed through the lane, All the doors 
were broken, the screens were smashed, and the windows 
were blank! I was shocked! Whet could have caused this 
sudden havoc? Then, I heard the frenzied screech of a 
parrot, What I saw before me was the body of a handsome 
and gentle young man smeared in blood and dust. His 
lips were like the wilted petals of a rosebud; his fair and 
flowetlike face was crushed; his eyes wete smudged with 
Kohl and his forehead, ringed by curly hair, was encrusted 
with dust. He wore a cnuslin kurta, revealing a delicate body. 
‘A terrified parrot, as if aware of the fate of his master, was 
screeching and desperately fluttering its wings in the cage 
clutched tightly in the young man’s fist. Friends, the corpse 
of this handsome young man was the younger brother of 
the same beautiful girl who had once risen like a star in the 
horizon of my consciousness. I realised at once that some 
calamity hed happened in their house, I unlocked the door 
of the cage and the parrot flew away. Then I ran towards 
the haveli. The courtyard was deserted, the gates were open, 
and the hakim’s shop was shut, J couldn’t make out anything 
and kept calling for a long time: Qibla Hakim Sahib! Qibla 
Hakim Sahib! But there was no reply. A pair of wild pigeons 
uttered their wings as they came out from the lattices oF 
the high roofs and flew away. The entire place was empty and 
deserted. When my voice echoed through that high-roofed 
house, it felras though someone from another universe was 
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sesponding to my call, My heart began to pound and I quietiy 
slipped away and went back to my house. 

‘Whea I got home, I found that it too was deserted. 1 
looked into every room and called out many times, but there 
was no response. My father’s room was shut and the prayer 
mat was spread over my mother’s namaz chowki as usual. 
The sijdegaah was in its proper place and the prayer book 
was open, as though she was in the middle of reciting Ya 
Aliya Eika, ya Bulbasan, ya Butarab, and had just gone out fora 
while. The house, the verands, the rooms, and the courtyard 
‘were empty. However, chaos prevailed in the coops where the 
pigeons were kept. It was alteady afternoon and the pigeons 
had not been let out. I walked up and opened the doors. The 
pigeons flew out with the desperation of prisoners freed 
from their prison. I scattered seed for them, filled water in 
their bowls, threw a last glance at the courtyard swarming 
with pigeons, and left. 

‘As soon as I stepped into the lane, the noise of galloping 
horses fell on my eats. Iran like an arrow to hide from them 
in the courtyard. A cavalry charged into our lane and after 
shouting incomprehensibly rode into the next. But when 
came out of my hiding place, I was conftonted by a rider 
who had lingered behind. I invoked the blessing of Maula 
‘Ali and flung my dagger at that rider. Tt hit him in the chest 
and he fell from his horse. I ran forward, pulled my dagger 
out of his chest, sheathed it, and, mounting the horse, sped 
away from the place, 

Before leaving, I turned to look wistfully and for one 
last time at my lane, my house, and the haveli. Its tall doors 


seemed s0 forsaken. T only recall secing a lone kansuti 
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Perched on the dome of the house, I rode out of my lane 
and tuzned into another, Soon that lane, those walls and 
doors, the tall gates, the elevated canopy over the terrace of 
my house, and the entire skyline disappeared from sight. 

When I turned towards the main market, I came across 
a dog dozing in the middle of the Jane. On hearing the 
sound of a galloping horse, it slowly opened its eyes, rose 
reluctantly, and walked leisurely away into another lane. A 
little further ahead, 1 saw some crows sitting on the road. 
When they saw the horse charging at them, they simply 
hopped aside to escape its hoofs, and once we rode past 
them, they moved back, I heard the sound of gunfire being 
exchanged somewhere nearby. Then, the sound of fring 
moved further away. Loud explosions were followed by utter 
silence. Suddenly, dust rose at the far end of the road and I 
caught the sound of a horse galloping cowards me. ‘Then, 
as the dust settled, I saw a rider charge in my direction, He 
whizzed past me like an arrow and the road was deserted 
once again. At times, the window of a house opened slightly; 
a pair of frightened eyes and an anxious face looked out 
from behind a curtain and vanished in a ash, 

Trode through the main market and reached the chhoti 
dargah. I tied my horse outside the dargah, left my shoes oa 
the steps, and walked in reverentially. As soon as I entered, 
my eyes fell upon the marble water tank in the middle of 
the courtyard, A benign and saintly soul, the epitome of 
fortitude and forbearance, was sitting by the side of the holy 
water tank and petforming the wazu. Suddenly, the entire 
courtyard was filled with the clatter of a horse, Tts rider was 
a tall young man with a broad chest, He held a sword in 
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one hand. He leaned down, cupped some water in his other 
hand, and asked: Can | empty it? That pious old man looked 
atthe youth serenely and answered: No. The rider in whose 
cupped band water surged like an ocean quielly let the water 
fall back into the tank. Suddenly, there was a flash of bright 
light and the entire dargah reverberated with the thunder 
of galloping horses. I was blinded by the light. In the next 
instant, both the holy old man and the rider vanished. The 
water tank, made of white marble, seemed like an eye filled 
to the brim with teats. 

My heart was filled with the sea of faith; my eyes were 
dazzled by the miracle they had scen. I came out, snounted 


my horse, and rode away, All the lanes and by-lanes were 
There was, 


desolate, but the market was bustling with activi 
however, an extraordinary commotion in one lane. Many of 
its shops were alteady closed, while the doors of others were 
being locked. Expensive goods were tastefully arranged in 
them, bat there were no sellers or buyers anywhere in sight. 
Pushcarts were being hurriedly rolled away, while hawkers 
were packing up quickly. The inhabitants had cither locked 
themselves inside their houses or were running away from 
their homes, as if from an earthquake. Huge gates and high 
entrance doors were being opened or shut with a bang; and 
those who rode out on their horses to join the rebels with 
naked swords seemed determined to die, ‘The rebels were 
motley and colourful crowd, Some wore khods over theie 
heads, some turbans; some wore topis, while others were 
bare-headed, ‘Those with swords brandished therm; those 
with spears shook them, There were many who had neither 
swords nor spears, Some of them had picked up splintered 


m 


Nay awit Dante 


frames of cots, as if they were deadly weapons; others had 
arabbed planks of wood. Some came out cattying gunny 
sacks overflowing with grain. The rebel army, free ftom all 
restraint, swelled like an ocean and was filled with pride 
Suddenly, T caught sight of the same alam with a green flag 
Auttering at the top. The rider stood up on the back of hie 
horse and exhorted the rebels loudly: O men, beware! A 
calamity is about to fall upon you. The battlefield is calling 
out; your horses ate raring to go; their backs are desperate 
for their riders, 

Upon hearing these words, the raging army of the zebels 
‘began to brim with wrath and, coating like a deluge, moved 
on. I urged my horse forward and joined their noisy ranks 
Wide-eyed with wonder, I looked around asa veil of dust was 
raised by the galloping horses, l was surprised when I rezlised 
that the horseman dressed in green had vanished from sight. 
‘When I looked again, I noticed that the battlefield lay ahead 
of me, There was a loud beating of drums. The sound of 
trumpets splintered the sky. The soll of drums, the noise 
of cymbals, the lament of tambourincs—the battlefield 
shook as warriors, with the courage of lions, charged 
forward on their horses and challenged their enemies. Arab, 
‘Turkish, Iraqi, Bahmani, Kathiawadi, Deccani—horses 
of all breeds with broad chests, translucent skin, and long 
necks were gathered there, Cannons were placed on the 
backs of the finest elephants whose trunks and tails were 
raised in fury, When the cannons were fired, they seemed 

to rent the sky. There was one elephant in particular which 
was ornately decorated; its trunk was painted, its forehead 
had floral designs, its back was covered with fine golden 
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cloth, its tassels were wor 
were long, and its canopied howdah was made of silver, A 


in from threads of gold, its chains 


majestic princess, whose mdiance lit up the gloomy desert, 
sat in the silver howdah, Indeed, it seemed as if a carpet 
cof stats was spread on the eatth. Fragrance from her body 
watted through the batiefield. In her lap, she catried a parrot 
ina cage. Like stars encircling the moun, she was surrounded 
by fair maidens who fanned and caressed her with peacock 
feathers. Some of them sprinkled rose water on wounded 
soldiers. The water cattiers went from soldier to soldier to 
quench theit thirst and wash theit wounds 

My gaze was transfixed on that one luminous face 
among thase on the howdah, and I thought of Shahzad 
Mahal. Suddenly, T was tossed aside by an elephant. Dust 
and smoke obscared everything, The elephant went herserk. 
‘The battle-lines were confused. In no time, the exalted 
soul sitting on the elephant along with her attendants was 
surrounded by her enemies. T unsheathed my sword and 
charged towards the elephant. A few other brave wartiors 
joined me. The battle was so fierce that both the armies 
seemed caught in a whirlpool. Theie ranks and files fell over 
each other like chaotic tides. Rivers of blood began to flow. 
We didn’t let the enemy come anywhere near the revered 
howdah, We rescued the princess and her companions 
from the battlefield with such care that the fans made of 
peacock feathers held in the fair hands of maids aever 
stopped moving; the bottles of perfume did not shatters the 
paandan remained open; and the silver bow in the hand of 
the Janab-i-Aalia, brimming with the sherbet of saffron, did 
not spill on her beautifal garment, 
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On the 


battlefield, Who cates about one's own fate? 
But later, wl 


hhen T looked at myself, 1 saw that I was severely 
‘Wounded and bleeding profusely. Weakness oweipowesed ie, 
My feet fel limp in the stirrups. 1 could not hold on to the 
‘eins any longer. In a delsious state, I felt as though someone 
‘as supporting me. Then, slowly, everything around me grew 
hazy and a thin mist of oblivion fell over my senses. 

1 don’t know for how long I lay in a stupor, When I 
regained consciousness, it was alteady dark. The wax 
candles in the glittering candle-stands were lit, Amber and 
incense sticks sparkled in holders made of gold and silver 
as bluc lines of smoke curled up from them. Someone made 
‘me inhale from the censer, and someone else sprinkled rose 
water on my face. Aromas of all kinds filled my brain and 
body: But more powerful than all these was the perfume 
that rose from the body on whose velvety bosom my head 
was resting, Her long tender fingers caressed my forehead 
and slipped through my hair. Such was the impact of her 
touch that no sooner had I regained consciousness than a 
film of drowsiness covered my senses. My wounded body 
felt soothed, I desired nothing more than to lie on that soft 
bosom forever. A swect languor flowed through my entire 
being and overpowered all my senses. Suddenly, she called 
her servant and, in my nervousness, 1 opened my eyes. I 
saw Shehzad Mahal fanning me with her henna-coloured 
hands and sprinkling rose water on my body. Apprchensive, 
J tried to get up, but she gently held my head and placed it 
back on her bosom, Our eyes met, Besides the joy of the 
unexpected reunion, I was perplexed, She did not answer 


my question, but her eyes welled up. I could aot bear to 
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see her teats. T shut my eyes. All kinds of fear and doubt 
plagued my mind 

Your revered father...she stopped. Het voice choked 
even before she could speak, She paused, composed herself, 
and resumed: Your revered father left for his morning prayers, 


never to return home. That morning, many devotees did not 


return after the namaz. What terrible news and ominous 
messages kept pouring in! Some said that the minarets of the 
mosque had fallen and its courtyard was inundated with the 
blood of devotees. There was a rumour that the devotees 
had followed 2 horseman wearing 2 green robe. Such words 
of ill-omen were uttered that mishaps began to happen, 
Cannons began to spit fire and raze buildings behind our 
lane. Baba Jaan hurriedly gathered his family together and 
went to your house to persuade Khala Hazrat to escape with 
us, leaving the haveli unguarded, In our hurry to leave, we 
left everything behind. OF course, Tafan Mian took the cage 
of the parrot with him, She broke down, paused, and then 
resumed: Our lives were all that we could take with us, but 
we couldn't keep them safe. A despicable British regiment 
charged into our lane. Their guns scattered us like roasted 
gram in a clay oven, I was the only unlucky one. Iwas so 
scared that J ran away from there. I was not conscious of 
my body or clothes; trying to escape, I even lost my chadar. 
My share of misfortunes was yet not over. A royal servant, 
Who used to visit my father daily to inform him about Janab- 
i-Aalis’s condition and collect her medicine from him, came 
that day too. He was shocked and deeply distressed when he 
saw my state. He took me to Janab-i-Aalia and, throwing his 
‘urban on the ground before her, declared; O Janabi-Aalia, 
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nay I sacrifice my ife at your feet? The wise hakim, the pride 
of physicians, the Galen of our times, has departed from 
this world. He has attained martyrdom. His unfortunate 
daughter, unveiled and uncovered, has become homeless 
She has escaped the siege of enemies, This humble servant 
of your palace found her distraught and unveiled, 1 have 
respectfully brought het here and present her before you. 

On heating this, Janab-i-Aalia grew sad, Affectionately 
she looked at this humble soul, gently placed her hand on my 
head, and took me in as a maid under her care, 

After narrating het story, she became silent. Her voice 
‘was tearful. Sell lying with my eyes closed against her bosom, 
T felt a tremor run through her body. Then, a warm tear fell 
on my forchead. I did not have the heart co open my eyes, So 
I lay silently with my eyes closed, while that beautiful body 
continued to tremble. 

In the morning, I noticed that my shoes lay on top of 
each other. That was a bad omen and made me afraid of 
what fuctler calamities my wretched fate had in store for me. 
‘Through which forests and countries was it going to take me 
now? In the meantime, Shahzad Mahal nervously exclaimed: 
Ya Tlahi, have mercy! Why is my left eye twitching? 

We looked at cach other and saw doubt and anxiety 
in cach other’s cycs. In some inner recesses of our minds, 
unknown and strange fears lurked, 

When we looked around, there was gloom and sorsow 
everywhere. The royal servants were mourning quietly, The 
maids were sad, silent, and cheesless. Some seemed lost in 
the thought of a bygone era, some gentle souls were stunned 

nce, some sat silently with theit heads down, some 
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sighed, and some had tears streaming, down theit faces. Upon 
enquiry, we discovered that the Janab4-Aalia had seen the 
exalted Sultan in her dreams, Since then, the image of the 
Sultan's face had hovered before her eyes and his memory 
had tormented her. Her servants wete concerned about her 
condition and remembered the exalted Sultan, 

It was only after the Janab-i-Aelia forsook food and 
aughtcr in the memory of the Sultan that the parrot began 
to speak: Allah Almighty is Truth, Allah is sight. Right is His 
Prophet. Don't be oblivious of Him. Don’t forget Him, Live 
Jong and keep invoking the name of the Prophet. Get up, 
Fakir! Ler’s go to Mecce. 

Then the Begum’s parrot continued thus: In the Bast, 
more than a year’s journey from here, there is a dense forest. 
Beyond the forest is a river. Beyond the tiver lies a sea. On 
the shore of the sea, there is a harbour. There is 2 British 
encampment at the harbour. The enemy holds sway over it. 
‘The fortress at the centre of the city is made of baked clay. 
In that fortress, there is a garden, And in that garden, there 
is a cypress tree. On that tree, there is an iron cage much 
stronger than mine. Like me, the exalted Sultan is locked in 
that iron cage, He is waiting for the time when the prison bars 
‘will break and he can seturn to his homeland and suffuse the 
surroundings of this city with his fragrance, 

When the Janab-i-Aalia heard the parrot’s speech, her 
heart fluttered in its cage like a bird. And her imagination 
took Hight. She decided that she would set out on a journey. 
‘That wise bird, that magical storyteller, screccheel again: Alla, 
Almighty is’Sruth, Allah is right, Right is [is Prophet, Don't 
be oblivious of inn, {don't forget Him, 1.0, MallikaleAalia, 
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this bite dates to submit that there is only one possibility 

fon this journey: Travails and ttibulations will be your fate 
as you travel from city to city, Huzoor will be condemned 
to wander from lane to lane, traverse interminable rouds, 
and negotiate wild deserts. Upon reaching the destination, 
the consequences ate already known. ‘The British soldiers, 
armed with guns, guard the garden round the clock. Let 
alone 2 human being, even a bisd does not dare to breach 
their security: 

‘When the servants of the palace heard what the partot 
said, they began to wail: Fist, the exalted Sultan, the pride 
of the Sultanat, left us, and now the glorious Mallika, the 
honour of the Sultanst, is prepating to leave. There will be 
riots in the city, Darkness will descend. 

Soon, the news spread in every lane and square that 
the splendour of the city, the glarious Mallika, was going 
to leave that very day. The city was going to be left desolate. 
Hundreds of men and women, old and young came out of 
their houses, beating their breasts and wailing, determined to 
follow the Mallika and live in exile. The brave saddled their 
horses, tied turbans on their heads, draped shawls around 
their shoulders, gathered their arms, and set out to sactifice 
their lives, 

In that commotion, [ recalled my revered father’s 
instructions about taking a bird as a companion on the 
journey, 1 presented myself before the majestic Mallika and 
pleaded with her: O, Mallika of the world! This journey is 
petilous and the destination is fat. The enemy is waiting for 
a chance. There are female spies watching each lane and 
square, relaying news of every movement of your blessed 
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soul, Men in disguise surround you. There ate treacherous 
men among our soldiers who keep the enemy posted about 
every move we make, Caution is necessary on this journey, 
Allow your servant to precede you with this parrot as my 
guide. We will keep a watch over the dangers and the perils 
along the way and keep you informed. 

The Mallika-i-Aalia appreciated my proposal, called for 
4 pen, wrote a letter addressed to the exalted Sultan, placed 
it ina cotton handkerchief, and tied it with a string of pearls 
took a ring off her little finger as a sign and handed it to me, 
her servant. After taking leave of the Mallika-i-Aalia, I went 
to inform Shahzad Mahal. But Iwas tongue-tied as soon 28 1 
saw her. I tried to muster courage, but failed. When she saw 
me in this dilemma, she urged me to speak. Then timidly, 
T disclosed to her my intention to undertake that journey. 
‘Thongh, she did not utter a word, her face mened pale. She 
sat like a statue for along time. T too did not have the courage 
to speak. Then, agitated, she suddenly got up. 

Worried and anxious, she walked back and forth 
between her room and the courtyard, mumbling to herself 
‘Ya Mahi, have mercy. My left eye has been twitching since 
the morning, A maid interjected: Bibi, you should not speak 
of evil omens at the time of parting, She was embarrassed 
by the chiding. She vowed that when I got back safely, she 
would cook a hazirt meal and make an offering of a green 
alam at the dargah of Chhote Hazrat. Then she wrapped 
2 silver coin in a piece of cotton and fastened it around 
my arm, saying; I place you in the custody of Imam-e- 
Zaamin. Show me your face when you return, as you are 
showing me your back at your departure, Her voice was 
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tearful, Anxious, I looked at her and she began to ery. 1 
could not hold myself any longer and instinctively moved 
forward to embrace her. This spelled calamity, She reclined 
her head on my shoulders and began to weep inconsolably. 
Warm tears streamed down her cheeks, Moved by her love, 
Tkissed her wet cheeks. At the time of farewell, that faithful 
soul held the reins of my horse. I ran my fingers through 
her ait, which flowed gracefully down to her shoulders. 
Her fragrance lingered in my mind as I spurred my horse 
forward and set out on my journey. 

‘As I rode past my family graveyard, I realised I was 
leaving the city of my ancestors. Who knows if I would 
ever return! T remembered all those ancestors who had died 
Jong ago, but whose graves had been freshly painted and 
marble headstones recently polished. And thea I thought of 
all those unfortunate ones who had been massacred receatly 
in some unknown lane, in some distant forest. They were 
not blessed enough cither to find comfort in a grave or be 
eyes welled up at that thought. 


wrapped in a shroud. 
I suddenly noticed a gazelle wandering restlessly amid the 
graves felt as though it was teying to stop me. I turned my 
gaze away and urged my horse swiftly forward, Soon, I left 
the city far, far behind. A blue jay, sitting on a tree on my left, 
flew right across my path. I shuddered for an instant, but the 
next moment I spurred my horse forward and we covered a 
vast distance in seconds. 

1 rode on for three days without a break—my body was 
glued to the saddle of the horse and my gaze was fixed on. 
the parrot which flew above my head like a green shadow On 
the third day of my journey, when night fell, I could not find 
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a basti where I could rest, My horse was tired and slowing 
down, and I could no longer focus my gaze on the green 
shadow of the parrot above. Suddenly, I saw a comet streak 
across the sky. My heart sank and my mind was flooded with 
scores of doubts Surrounded by hundreds of misgivings, 
T rode on with my gaze fixed on the comet. But, as I 
remembered the parrot and turned my gaze away from the 
comet to look forts geeen shadow, I was startled. The parrot 
hhad vanished. I had forgotten all my plans. I had lost my way. 
“Tote Mian paused. We thought he would resume his tale, 
buthe kept gazing at the shy silently. The night had advanced 
and the surroundings wete already drenched with devs Soaked 
in the moonlight, the mango tree, providing shade to the 
parzot’s grave, stood in silence. Raw mangoes were scattered 
around it, as though they had just fillen with the dewdrops. 
Tote Mian moved, stirred the heap of ash ia front of him 
with 2 pair of tongs, picked up a smouldering ember, dropped 
itin his chillum, took long puffs, and began to gaze at the sky. 
We could not gather enough courage to ask him about what 
happened next. The night had already advanced and it was 
cold, We got up quietly and sadly returned to our homes, 
Hakim Ji fell silent. He took the pipe of the hugs 
from Adalat Ali, pressed its nozzle between his lips, closed 
his eyes, and began to puff. In the silence of the night, the 
‘gurgling sound of the huqga echocd for a long time, Then 
he resumed Tote Mian was pious man, He took great cate 
of others in their final moments, but when his own endl 
came he did not bother anyone. None of us came to know 
about it, The moment he tead the signs of his departure, 
he abandoned his routine, sent us away early in the night, 
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and then lay down in his small room, Aladiya told us that 
hhe heatd the parrots screeching in the mornin, When they 
continued to screech incessantly and for a long time, he went 
to the orchatd where Tore Mian lived, but Tote Mian was not 
there. Only the flock of patrots was screeching, Surprised, 
he wondered what could have happened to Tote Mian, He 
Knocked at his door, but there was no response. When he 
opened the door, he saw that Tote Mian had passed away. 
There was peace on his face, 

Adalat Ali silenily puffed at his hugqa. Then he said: 
Hakim ji, it’s late now. 

Halim Ji answered: Oh, I was so engrossed in telling 
the tale that I didn’t even realise the time, It's very late now. 
Thave to wake up carly, 

Halim Ji turned on his side and went to sleep. Adalat 
Alf eyes too had begun to droop, Nasir was already snoring, 
But sleep eluded Ghani, He lay flat on his cot and gazed at 
the sky. The star-studded sky seemed as though countless 
nails from horseshoes were scattered actoss i; the sparks 
emanating from them were like the hoof-marks of all those 
gallant horses which hed galloped down that path to the 
fields afat. In the East, he spotted a cluster of stars which 
resembled a horseshoe, As he gazed at it, he felt that he 
could hear the sound of palloping horses, 
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Glossary 


Ai Bibi, Aji: Forms of address. 


Alam: A ‘flag’ or ‘sign’ carried in battles. It is associated with Imam 
Husain brother Abbas, the standard bearer (Alamdar) of Imam 
‘Husain’ army. 


Alba-UdallAtha: Aha and Udal were children of Dastaj, a successful 
commander of the Chandel king Parmal, Alha is one of the heroes 
of the popular Alhe-Khand ballad in Bundelkhand. 


Amik: Necromancer, conjurer who recites spiritual incantation. 
Anjanbari: Golden wasp. 

Ashadhs The thisd month of the Hindu calendar marked by the 
monsoon. It corresponds with June-July of the Georgian calendar. 
Ashraf: Gold coin. 

Azab-i-ilahi: Di 


Azan. Aa Islamic call to prayer 

Azakhana: A house of mourning. 

Baba Jar: Father. 

Bada Bazaar, Centeal market of the town. 
Bade Abba: Father's eldet brother, tau in Hindi. 
Bahanne. Sister-in-law 

Behna: Sister, 


Babe; Daughter-in-law, 


Day and Datars 


Bakb Khan: (1797-1859) He was the commanderin-chief of 
Indian rebel forces in the struggle against che British in 1857. 
Bela: Jasmina. 

hades Fifth month of the Hindu calendar, It marks the beginning 
of autumn. 

Bhai: Brother. 

Bhuwanc Barren land. 


Butarab; An epithet of Hazrat Ali, son-in-law of the Prophet; 
literally, father of the earth. 


Chacha: Father's younger brother; uncle, 
Chadar: Veil. 

Chaliswan: The fortieth day ritual after the death of a person. 
Chaat. b savoury snack, typically served at roadside stalls or food cars. 
Chak: Town square. 

Chawki: A low wooden stool. 

Chobedar. A tmace-beatet or usher with silver mace. 

Chile: Literally means ‘forty. It refers to the spiritual practice of 
penance and solitude in Sufism. In this ritual an ascetic attempts 
to sit in meditation withoue food for forty days in a solitary cel. 
Chillum: A conical bowl wich pipe used for emoking tobacco. 
Courie: Seashell used as currency in ancient India and as late as 
nineteenth century in the eastern parts of India 

Dahi-badda: A populae snack prepared by soaking ftied flour balls 
in thick yoghurt. 

Dalhousie, Lord Was the governor general of India berween 

1848-1856. 

Dargah! Chhoti Darga Small tomb. 

Dastarkbwan: Tablecloth or dining spread. 

Deorhis Entrance wo a house; threshold; a veranda for ordinary visitors. 
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FagirlFakir, Derived from fagr meaning ‘poverty’. A Dervish; 
also beggar 


Ganga, Jeruna, Sanawvati: Names of three saceed Indian rivers, 


Haider Alt: (1720-1782) Ruler of Mysore} fought the British in 
the first and the second Anglo-Mysore wars. 


Hamad: Persian for ascral body. This divine creature is the self- 
image of « person, ‘Though not visible to ordinary mortals, an amil 
can summon him with his special powers. 


Haveli: A traditional townhouse or mansion. 


Hazrat Raise! Alar, A dcle given vo Maulana Muhammad Ali 
(1878-1931), the leader of the Khilafar Movement. Literally, a 
leader ofthe fees people. 


Hazirt: Meal cooked for the niyaz of Hazrat Abbas, Imam 
Hussain’s brother. 


Hazrat Abbas: Abbas ibn ‘Ali was the son of Imam Ali, the first 
Imam of Shia Muslims and Um-mul Banin. He was martyred in 
the battle of Karbala. 


Huge: Hookah is a single or muli-stemmed instrument for 
smoking tobacco. 


Jbn-Saud: Abdulaziz ibn Abdul Rahman ibn Faisal ibn Turki 
ibn Abdullah ibn Muhammad Al Saud was the founder of 
Saudi Arabia, who followed che puritanical Wahabi Islam. He 
demolished the graves and other symbols revered by Muslims, 
‘specially Shia Muslims 

Htha: A horse carriage, 

Mahi: Godly. 


Jmambars: A shrine built by Shia Muslims for the purpose of 
mouming or Azadari, 


Jmem-t-maztoom: An epithet for Husain Iba-Ali (Prophet 


Mchammad’s grandson), slain in the battle of Karbala by the 
forces of Yazid. 
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‘ha: Evening prayer. 
insha Allah. God willing, 


Joa Wee Literlly means amounc or a certain umber, Heri 
refers to prayer rected 0 win God's favour nd ward off the i, 


Pad A sciving ora struggle with a preiscworthy aim, 
posh: An astrologer 

‘Ransuri: A bird, 

Khaddar!Khadi: Hand-span cloth, 

Khandel: A tee common in north India, 

Kbud: Hemet. 


Khas: Fibrous roots. The Mughals devised Khas hi tui for cooling 
their rooms, 


Kothari: A small dark room, shed, cell, 
Kothi: A mansion, 


Kbilefit  pas-Islamic politcal prosest campzign launched by 
Muslims of Indis to influence the British gorc:nment not to 
abolish the Ottomon Ciliphate. 


Khood: ron helmet worn by warriors, 


Kiyber. 8 mounrain pass connecting the town of Landi Kotal, neat 
the Afghanistan-Pakistan border, to the Valley of Peshawar. 


Kanjdon wali Gali: The locality or lane of vegetable vendors, 
Keche: Unpaved, 


Lahauk La hawla wa li quwwata ill billih, which is usvally 
‘randaced as “There is no might or power except Alla. Rected by 
+ Muslim to ward off difficulties, 
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Lal Mandir, Temple made of re bricks, 


‘Mader, Safi saint Syed Badiuddin Zinds Shah Madae (d. 1437 
CE) whose shrine is in Maleanpur, Kanpur: His followers are called 

Madariyya. ‘The month of his Urs is called Madar. There are many 
radars in small towns. 

Mariya: An clegiac poem written to commemorate the martyrdom 
‘and valour of Hussain ibn Ali and his companions. 

Masha Alla An Arabic phrase that means ‘God has willed’ 
expresses appreciation, joy, praise, or thankfulness. 

‘Majlis: Literally, ‘a place of sitting’. Among the Shias. ‘Majlis’ refers 
to the gathering of people who remember and mourn Aht-al-Baye 
and [mam Hussain’s martyrdom, 

Maula Mushkil Kuha: Mushkil Kusha is onc who can case 
difficuly. Ie is the title of Imam Ali iba-Abu Talib, the son-in-law 
ofthe Prophet. 

Mir Anis (1803-1874): A. major Urdu poet. ‘The lines quated 
roughly mean: “The fiery sun of Imamat has set out on its journey 
even in adversity, and the silvery moor still revolves around it” 


Mohalla: A couney subdivision or ncighboushood. 


Mubarcam: The first month of Islamic calendar, Shia Muslims, 
observe it as the month of martyrdom of Hussein ibn Ali 


_Munajat. A sacred song in praise of God or holy souls sung to ask 
for favours ot deliverance from calamities. 


Mubammad Ali (1878-1931): Maulana Mohammad Ali Jauhar 
was an Indian Muslim leader, activist, journalist, scholar, and a 
poet, and wasamong the leading figures of tne Khilafar Movement. 
Munshijis 8 secretary or a language teacher, 

‘NaadL-i-Ali: A prayet which is 2 call to Alico help resolve difficulties, 
Nouroe: Persian New Year, It marks the beginning of spring. It 
occurs on 21 March. 

Paandar: A small box used to store betel leaves and some condiments. 
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Parka “The sash that adorns the eam, 

PankhalPunkha: N fiw wade of bamboo sticks, 

Pigfs Viele for spiral waster or Suli guide, 


Rahat; Persian wheel, 

Ream Naam: Lord Ram, 
Ror 
Quiti Mohate: A neighbourhood inhabited by butchers, 


adian bread, 


Salar-i-Acamn Lieutenant general 
Sentara: Nuccracker 
Sarkar, Person of position of authority 


San: Fourch month of Hind calendaor July-August of Georgian 
calendar. Along with Ashadh, ie occurs in monsoon season, 


Shaukat Ali; Maulana Shaukat Ali (10 March 1873-26 November 
1938) was an Indian Muslim nationalist and a leader of the 
Khilafat Movement, 


Sher Shaln. Sher Shah Suri (1486-1545) defeated the Mughal 
emperor Humayun in 1540, He is known for his administrative 
reforms and for building the Grand Trunk Road. 


Sijdegeah & place where a worshipper prostrates herself himself 
Shias use a clay piece from the battlefield of Karbala as a place of 
proscration during thei prayers, 


Siparehs There are thirty Siparahs or Juz in the Quran. 
Sultanae § state ora country governed by a Sultan, 
Serahi: Clay pitcher used for storing drinking warer. 
Surkhab: A bird, species of las 

Teak A lumberyard, 

Taye: Uncle; father's elder brother. 
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Tahmat: A loin cloth. 
Tei Amma: Wife of Father's elder brother, Tai in Hindi, 


Tatiya Tope: Nickname of Ramachanidea Pandurang Tope (1814— 
18 April 1859), notable general in the first battle of freedom 


against the British in 1857. 
Taube: To vow to sin no more; to repent (oF evil, sin, crime, and 
so on); to recant. 

TazialTeziya: A coloufilly painted bamboo and paper mausoleum 
taken out by Shia Muslims as a part of ritual procession on ‘Asbura’, 
the tenth day of Muhsrram. 

Teeja: Rituals obseryed on the third day after death. 

Thanedar, Police station in-charge, 

Thatheri Wali Gali: The locality or lane of brass smiths. 
Tiliom-i-Hoshruba: the mid-ninetcenth-century Urdu epic fantasy 
by Muhammad Husain Jah (d. 1899). 

Tipu Sultan: Tipu Sulran (1750-1799), also known as the “Tiger 
of Mysore, ruled Mysore. He was defeated by che British in the 
Fourth Anglo-Mysore War on 4th May 1799, 


‘Topi: Cap or hat. 
Tid: Basil 

Upala: Dried cow-dung cake used for fuel 
Wiezu: Ablution before offering Namaz, 
Ya Mahi: O God! 


Zari: An omate, usually 2 gilded, latice structure that encloses a 
grav shrine and serves asa symbol of their 
sacted nature, 


a mosque oF Islami 


Zenana: The pact of a house for the seclusion of women. 


Zobr: Noon-time prayer, 
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